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The above is a staggering statement but at long last the human race, through the 
discovery of atomic energy and atomic radio-activity, is enabled to come closer to the 
answer to the God problem than ever before. We foresaw this coming twenty years ago 
—now, the existence of the invisible Power which is God, in every one of us, is fast 
becoming common knowledge. This Power lives in you for YOUR use. 





We want you to know the actual and literal Power which lies in the realm of the in- 
visible God. All we ask you to do is to show us that you are interested by mailing 
attached coupon, filled out plainly and correctly. With such a Power you can do wonders. 


IF YOU WILL FILL OUT AND MAIL THE ENCLOSED COUPON, WE’LL SEND YOU 
SO MUCH EVIDENCE OF THIS INVISIBLE POWER, WHICH YOU PERSONALLY 
MAY USE, THAT IT WILL MAKE YOU WONDER WHY SOMEONE HAS NOT 
CALLED YOUR ATTENTION TO THIS STAGGERING POWER BEFORE. ALL THE 
POWER THERE IS IN THE INVISIBLE REALM OF GOD EXISTS—NOW—AND 
FOR YOUR USE. DON’T YOU THINK ITS ABOUT TIME YOU USED IT? : 


You'll be very smart if you follow your impulse, and send for this FREE INFORMA- 
TION NOW. It can very easily change your entire life. So fill out the coupon, and leave 
it to us to prove to you that it is entirely possible for you to have every good thing 
you need in this life, through the invisible Power which is God—actually living in you. 


FOLLOW YOUR URGE e MAIL THE COUPON 
FREE FREE FREE 
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You rarely see a marksman aim directly at a 

bird on the wing. In most cases, he sights in 

front of it — “leading the target,” as he calls it, 

"y What’s true in this field of sport is equally 

, true in the field of business. You’ve got to aim » 
ahead to get ahead! 

RIGHT NOW is the time to begin preparing 
for your place in the future. Tomorrow’s top 
positions, in both business and industry, will 
go to the men who are training for them teday. 

The world-famous International Correspen- 
dence Schools can help yeu obtain that training 
in your spare time, at low cost. You study 
courses prepared by leading practical author-~ 
ities. Lessons are easy-to-follow and up-to-the- 
minute. You follow a pattern of instruction that 
has spelled SUCCESS fər thousands of young 
men like yourself. 

Set your sights on a rewarding career NOW! Ñ 
Mail the coupon below for full information. 



































BOX 6005-B, SCRANTON 9, PENNA, 
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course BEFORE which | have marked X: 
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Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. 


Canadian residents send coupon to Internationat Correspondence Schools Canadian, 
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spare time. 


VETERANS 


You can get ‘his train- 
ing right in your own 
home under G. I, Bil. 
Mail coupon below. 





with Big Kits 
of Radio Parts | Send You 


Do you want a goed-pay job in Radio— 


or your money-making Radio Shop? Mail 
Coupon for a FRBH Sample Lesson. and 
my FREE 64-page book, “How to Be-a 
Success in RADIO—Television, Electron- 
ics.” See how N. R. I. gives you practical 
Radio experience at home—building, test- 
ing, repairing Radios with BIG KITS OF 
PARTS I send! . 


Many Beginners Soon Moke Good Extra Money 
In Spare Time While Learning 

The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA 
MONEY manuals. You LEARN Radio prin- 
ciples ‘from my easy-to-grasp, illustrated lessons— 
PRACTICE, what yeu learn with parts I send— 
USB your knowledge te make EXTRA money fix- 
sing neighbors’ Radies in spare time while still 
Jearning! Frem here it’s a short step to your 
own full-time Radio Shop er a good Radie job! 


Future for Trained Men Is Bright In Radio, 
Television, Electronics 
It’s probably easier to get started in Radio 


now than ever before because the Radio Repair 
business is booming. Trained Radio Technicians 
also find profitable opportunities in Police, Avia- 
tion, Marine Radio,’ Broadcasting, Radio Manu- 
facturing, Public Address work. Think of even 
greater opportunities as Television and Elec- 
tronics become available to the public! Send for 
free books now! 


Fine Out What N. R. I. Can Do For You 


Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and my 64-page book. 
Read the details about my Course. Read letters from 
men I trained, lling what they are doing, earning. See 
how quiekly, easily you can get started. No obligation! 
Just MATL COUPON NOW in an envelope or paste it on 
a penny postal. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 7NA2 
National Radio Institute, PIONEER HOME STUDY 
RADIO SCHOOL, Washington 9, D. C. 














- My Course Includes Training in 


TELEVISION e ELECTRONICS 


Frequency Modulation 





Buuaing this 
A.M. SIGNAL GENERATOR 
gives you valuable experi- 
ence. Provides amplitude- 
modulated signals for test 
and experiment purposes, 
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RADIO SERVICING pays good money 
for full time work. Many others make $5, 
$10 a week EXTRA fixing Radios in 





You build this 


SUPERHETERODYNE 
CIRCUIT that brings in 
local and distant srations. 


You get practical experience 
putting this set through 
fascinating tests, 


You build this 
MEASURING ENSTRUMENT 


ourself early in the © Course—use_ it 
tar practical Radio work on neigh- 
borheed Radios to pick up EXTRA 
spare time money! 











Sample Lesson FREE 








Gives hints on Receiver Ser- 
Vicing, Lecating Defects. Re- 
pair of Loudspeaker, F: 
Transformer, Gang Tuner, Con- 
denser, ete., 31- illustrations. 
Study it—keep it—use it— 
without obligation! Mail Coue 







pon NOW fer your copy! 
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è Mr. J, E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7NAZ 
& National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


$ Mail me FREE, without obligation, Sample Lesson 
and 64-page book about hew to win success in Ra- 
@ dio and Television-Electronics, (No salesman will 
gcall, Please write plainly,) 


ONAMO.. co ocipecresesnve vercereecvees ABCrrenvevee 

§ Address aE hs PETEA T 

§ City Deana Saites ire A a t a as E 

Sew oe wow ww wee SS eee Eww see eee wae 
Approved for Training under Gi Bi 




































esha et ie “trading-in” old bodies for 

ome new! I’m taking men who know 
oe that the cendition of their arms, 
shoulders, chests and legs — their 
strength, “wind,” and endurance—is 
not 100%. And I’m making NEW 
MEN of them, I’m giving them the 
kind of powerful, healthy HE-MAN 


and business, 


Only 15 Minutes a Day! 


Are you ALL MAN—tough- muscled, on 
your toes every minute, with all the up- 
and-at’em that can lick your weight in 
wildcats? Or do you need the help I can 
give yeu—the help that has already worked 
such wonders for other fellows, everywhere? 

All the world knows I was @NCE a 
skinny, scrawny 97-lb. weakling. And NOW 
it knows that I am the holder of the title, 
“The World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man,’ How did I do it? How do I work 
‘miracles with the bodies of other men in 
only 15 minutes a day? The answer is 
“Dynamic Tension, ” the amazing method I 
discovered and ‘which changéd me from a 
97-pound weakling into the champion you 

‘see here! 

In just 15 minutes a day, right in the 
privacy of your own home, I’m ready to 
prove that “Dynamic Tension” can lay .a 
new outfit of solid muscle over every inch 
of your body, Let me put new, smashing 
power into your arms and shoulders—give 
you an armor-shield of stomach muscle— 

-~ Strengthen your legs into real columns of 
= surging stamina. If lack of exercise or 
wrong living has weakened you inside, I'll 
get after that condition, too, and show you 

= how it feels to LIVE! 





A NEW MAN! 


build that spells SUCCESS. in, life 





This Famous Book that Tells You How to Get 
a Body that Men Respect and Women Admire 
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title, i 
‘World’s Most 
Perfectly De- 
veloped Man.’ 


Charles Atlas—America's 
Greatest “Builder of Men”! 


Among all the physical instruc- 
tors and “conditioners of men” 
ONLY ONE NAME STANDS 
OUT. That name is Charles 
Atlas! 

In every part of the country 
Charles Atlas is recognized as 

“America’s Greatest Builder of 
Men.” Thousands*upon thow- 
sands have put their physical 
development into his capable 
hands! 

Now more than ever, employ- 
ers are “on the lookout’ for vig- 
orous, red-blooded HE MEN who 
can be depended on to do a bet- 
ter job, That is why so many 
men of every age and condition 
are today asking Charles Atlas,’ 
to prepare them physical- 
ly for success. 
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CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 412 
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N: Y, 





Tension“ will help make a New Man of me—give 


me a healthy, husky body and big. muscular de- 
velopment. Send me your, free book, ‘‘Everlasting 
Health and Strength.” 








book, “Everlasting Health and Strength, ” tells you exactly 
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I want the proof that your system ‘of ‘*Dynamte 8 

w : 
what “Dynamic Tension” can do, And it’s packed with pictures : 









at SHOW you what it does: RESULTS it has produced for Nime 
other men. RESULTS I want to prove it can get for YOU! If pot = ep iagag print oF ae a Ae ES 
want -to learn how you can actually become a NEW MAN, 
in the privacy of your-own home and ‘in only 15 minutes a Address n.. 
en man!—get this coupon intọ the mail tọ me as fast as - Ai 





we legs can get to the letterbox! CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. . 
A115 a 23rd St, New York 19, N. Y. ; 
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pomis o ACCIDENT 
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112c FOR CHILDREN 


SAFEGUARDS 
ENTIRE FAMILY 


for only 
ANY HOSPITAL IN U. S. 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN DOCTOR 


f’s New! It’s Different! It's a real Security Plan .» ; designed to 
give you the Protection you'll really need in case of Hospital confine- 
ment for sickness or accident. When misfortune strikes, you may go to 
ony Hospital In the U. S. or Canada under any Doctor's care. WE PAY 
‘YOUR EXPENSES In full accordance with Policy provisions. You are 
assured of expert care and medical attention , . . without any wor 
ries whatever about heavy financial burden. 


individual or Family Eligible 


Why is it that North American can offer se much useful coverage for 
so little money? Because this Protection is sold direct. Individuals or 
fomily groups can enroll from birth to age 70 and get such exceptional 
“ benefits as Doctor fees, weekly compensation for time lost from work, 
death benefits, ete. What's more, you're backed up by a strong, reli- 
able Company operated under the full supervision of the Delaware 
insurance a This Plan has won the approval of Hospitals and 
Physicians throughout the U.S. 





No Medical Examination 


You are not required to take a medical examination to get North Amori- 
Can Hospitalization Protection. Already over 20 million persons in 
America have enrolled for this valuable kind of coverage . . . prov- 


fing the practical common sense of protecting your savings from the 
onslaught of unexpected Hospital and Doctor bills. Send off at once for 
ull the details about this Plan. No obligation. No Agent will call, 
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YOUR MUSIC LESSONS-ARE . 
EASY AS HAULING WF A LOE 





says Mrs. Phyllis B. Jones, Blanding, Utab 





IS HER INTERESTING 
*. LETTER ora 


“I just wanted to tell you how 
much I enjoy your Course for the 
piano. 

“My husband is overseas and at 
times I get so discouraged and blue, 
I feel I can’t stand it any longer. 
At such times music really helps. I 
sit down at the Piano and play 
and it makes me feel much better, 


“We both love music and my 
husband is thrilled to hear that I 
@m learning to play. He seems to 
think I am smart. He doesn’t rea» 
lize your lessons are interesting and 
easy as falling off a log. 

“T have always wanted to play 
and now a life-long dream is being 
fulfiiied—thanks to you!” 

(Signed) Mrs, Phyllis B. Jones 
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You, too, can learn your Favorite Instrument this easy as ABC way 


IN YOUR OWN HOME note, right from the start, And now take up any instrument you 
Q yon pant go Brong. or er am Cnoops Uu quick, no-teacher way 

i e, easy-to- erstand instruction: ‘or only a few cents a day. That 

A ee he te ies ie and the big, clear diagrams that includes printed lessons and dia- 
apt tical U.S. Sch s come with this remarkable “Print grams, valuable sheet music, and 

this sound, practica. 5. choo and Picture’ method, make learn- our Personal Advisory Service. No 


vay. And once you get started on ing ‘your favorite instrument easy extras of any kind! 


this amazing home-study course 
youll find it a great pastime, real 
fun, too. For this modern method 
does away with tiresome scales and 
exercises. ends the need of a 
private teacher. . . and cuts the 
time and cost of learning to the 
bone. 

Here's why: Instead of spending 
long hours of humdrum practicing, 
you learn to play real tunes by 


READ WHAT LAWRENCE WELK 
Famous Band Leader, says: 


@ Lawrence Welk’s achieves 
ments 2re an inspiration to all 
students of music. His rise to 
fame ws rapid, He has played 
for leasing theatres, hotels, col- 
leges, 2nd radio networks. Anā 
he’s done it all without a. pri- 
wate teacher. Here’s what he 
says: “I studied the accordion 
with the U.S. School and was 








Surprised at how simple it made learning music. I 
recommend it to anyone interested in learning mu- | 
gic without a private teacher, at low cost.” s l 
c—STICK ON PENNY POSTCARD mmm 
SAVE 2e—STIC > 


as A-B-C. 

You progress as rapidly as you 
like, you set the pace. You start by 
playing simple melodies by actual 
note. Gradually you take up more 
difficult tunes. And sooner than you 
ever dared hope you're thrilled to 
find that you can pick up your fa- 
sorte pieces and play them by 
note. 

Here’s more good news! You can 


City... 
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* (Please print) 
Address s.s.s.. 


If you really want to learn music 
.. » to win new popularity. .. and 
get lots more fun out of life... 
send for our FREE Illustrated 
Booklet and ‘Print and Picture” 
Sampie. You'll get the surprise of 
your life to see how easy it is to 
learn right at home in_spare time. 
Mail the coupon today. U. S. School 
of Music, 12312 Brunswick Bldg., 
New York 10, X. Y. 


U.S. School of Music, 12312 Brunswick Bldg., Now York 10, N. Y. 


i I am Interested in music study, particularly ın tne instrument 
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet, “How $ 
to Learn Music at Home,” and Free Print and Picture Sample. $ 
| Piano Saxophone Clarinet Modern Elementary l 
Guitar Trumpet, Cornet ‘Trombone Harmony 
| Hawaiian Guitar Reed Organ Flute Practical Finger 
Violin Tenor Banjo Piccolo Control 
Piano Accordion Ukulele Mandolin 
| Have You 
Name ...+ .....s ImsStrument.....+seeves 
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Genuine 22 cal. Rifles, 1000 Shot Daisy Air Rifles with tub. 
J e of Shot, 

a Clocks, Footballs, Blankets (sent postage paid). Newest Models 
bead. aoe oe (sent express charges collect). Other personal and 
ee ki remiums or Cash Commission easily yours, SIMPLY GIVE 
etn = a pietures with White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE for chaps 
ants i eee easily sold to friends, neighbors, relatives at 25 cents 
k o picture) and remit amount asked under Premium shown 
ance mee sent with erder to start. Mail coupon now. Our 52nd 
‘CESS. year. WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. F-87 TYRONE, PA. 
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Boys! Girls! 


Send No 
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Now 



















Boys - Girls - Ladies - Men! 
Electric Record Players, Excel Movie 
Projectors, Watches, Rifies (sent 
è Radio Flyer Coaster postage paid). Other Premiums or 

Wagon body size 34x Cash Commission now easily yours. 
1512 x 4⁄2, balloon tires (sent express SIMPLY GIVE colorful pictures with 
charges collect). Many other Premiums White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE 
vor Cash Commission new easily yours. for chaps and mild burns, easily 
SIMPLY GIVE art pictures with White sold to friends, relatives and neigh- 
CLOVERINE Brand SALVE sold at 25 bors at 25 cents a bex (with picture) 
cents a box (with picture) and remit and remit amount asked under Pre- 
amount called for under Premium, want- mium shown in catalog sent with 
ed in catalog sent with erder postage order postage paid by us to start. 
paid by us to start. 52nd year. WILSON Be first. Mail coupon now! Wilsen 
CHEM. CO., Dept. G-8%7 TYRONE, PA. Chem. Co., Dept. H-87 Tyrone, Pa, 
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WE TRUST ? Gentlemen:—Please send me on trial ‘twelve colorful art 
You pictures with twelve boxes of White CLOVERINE Brand ` 
SALVE tọ sell at 25c a bex (with picture). I will remit amount $ 

a asked within 30 days, select a premium or keep Cash Com- ee 
Wrist Watches, Pocket Watches, Alarm mission as fully explained under premium wanted in catalog AAY 
Clocks, Telescopes (sent postage paid). sent with erder, postage paid to start. a A 
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pictures with White CLOVERINE Brand cree RR we sic uae vee Ceeerean 
SALVE sola at a cents os cea Pe Town -Zone No.,. State... 
ture) and remit amoun - 
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From Sideline To 
Geal Line 


A Powerhouse Football Novelet * 


By Erie Rober 


Hig Barron's tongue was a lash upon the weary Kenton team and 

now and*then it would spur them into a spurt of spirit, but it never 

lasted: Then Coach Gilson arranged to have Hig become a mem- 

ber of the team, in spite of Barron's reluctance to play the game he 

loved. But what can be done with eleven men when ten of them 
don't believe in themselves? 


10 
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GAIN THE big Kenton grid 
A machine had bored deep into 
enemy territory. But twice be- 
fore that afternoon an inspired Crake 
team had halted them just yards from 
pay dirt. Now, Red Enghott, quarter- 
back in the Kenton T, wheeled, faked, 
fed it to Feet Penrusk, the left wing. 
An end-around; for a moment it 
looked as if it would click. But 
sloppy blocking failed to take out 
a Crake end completely. He trailed 
the galloping Feet to drop him after 
only a three-yard gain. 
“Don’t those guys care about win- 
ning?” growled Pat Fusco, backfield 
aide, from the bench. “They got lead 
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in their pants and mush in their guts! 
And no inspiration, damn ’em!” 
Beside him, Whisper Gilson 
nodded. “Football is something more 
than mere mechanical ability, Pat. It’s 
spirit. And they’re short on it!” 
Down the line, Head Cheerleader 
Hig Barron launched the crowd into 
an impassioned, “We want a touch- 
down” chant. He had them swaying 
in unision, had them begging, shriek- 
ing like fanatics in their emotion. 
Enghott faked a pass from inside 
the thirty, then shovelled to Jumbo 
Jaslinsky. The powerhouse plunger 
ripped through on the inside, bounced 
down a backer-up. He picked up 
twelve, elephantine shoulders a bat- 
tering ram. And then the crowd’s 
roar turned into a mass sob of dis- 
appointment, for it was a heart- 
breaker with the final minutes ebb- 
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ing and Kenton trailin at 27-21. Subs 
on the bench sat with wrenching 
faces, You could see the team slump; 
a desperate Crake tackler had stolen 


the ball from Jumbo as they went 


down. 

The cheerleader, Barron, pranced 
around swearing. “Can’t anything 
make those guys mad? Can’t they get 
hot—and mad, ever?” Then he was 
racing down before the stands to the 
sector opposite the end of the field 
where the two teams were. He brand- 
ished his big, gilt-hued megaphone; 
Barron was a flat-bodied dynamic 
chap, radiating energy. He waved 
clenched hands at the depressed 
rooters, strident voice spiking the 
stillness. 

“All right, all right! Back them 
up,” he told them. “It’s your game, 
too, now! We’re going to fight along- 
side them. Ready?” His long arms 
pendulumed as they tensed forward. 
There was something hypnotic about 
him. His blonde head jerked. And the 
rhythmic fierce chant roared from the 
crowd. 

_ “Fight, Wildcats, fight! Fight, 

Wildcats, fight!....” Like combers 
booming on a beach, it rolled out on- 
to the autumn-browned turf. “Fight, 
Wildcats, fight!” 

A Crake sweep was smashed back 
by fierce Kenton tackling. A spinner 
lost two. But then an offside plus a 
daring flat pass over the center gave 
Crake a first down. Over on the 
bench, the cadaverous Gilson pulled 

at his hat angrily. 

“They’re psychologically on their 
heels! Won’t they ever wake up?” 

“They could be a tough team. Won’t 
they ever wake up?” grunted Hig 
Barron to himself, keeping that 
“Fight” yell going. He grimaced at 
the students for more volume, more 
enthusiasm. The roar swelled. Bar- 
ron gyrated, apparently tireless, elec- 
tric with energy. 

. The heads of players on the field 
swivelled toward the source of that 
_ yelling. And, as if it were contagious, 
Kenton roused itself from its leth- 
- argy. Little Joe Scanlon, the center 


roving on defense, smashed up a tac- 
kle drive. Then Feet Penrusk half 
blocked a Crake punt. Enghott raced 
it back to the thirty five. Big Jas- 
linski buck-battered down to the 
twenty-three. But again Kenton was 
black-jacked by the breaks when an 
offside called them back. 

“That does it. Too late now,” said 
Gilson on the bench. 

“They always wait till too late,” 
Fusco spat out. “If they worked half 
as hard as that guy, Barron, down 
there right through the game—” He 
nodded down toward the head cheer- 
leader. 


ELLOW-HAIRED Barron, with 

the big eyes that dominated his 
face, had shifted quickly up before 
that section of the stands where the 
penalized team now was. With a ges- 
ture, he silenced that segment of the 
crowd. His voice bit out at them. 

“Listen, jerks,” he needled, “I know 
you’re all worn out from sitting on 
those hard seats. But try to make one 
more big effort, you Monday morn- 
ing quarterbacks!” Sarcasm dripped 
from his big speaking cone. “But 
you—you’re going to take them over 
that goal-line! See?” His arms swung 
to give them the cadence. He caw © 
Enghott and his mates wheel from 
the huddle. “Now—now!” Barron 
barked. Sound, staccato as a machine 
gun, packing the power of cannon, 
smote the field. 

“Go, Wildcats, go! Go, Wildcats, 
go!” It was a roared prayer, a sten- 
torian command and a four-beat chant 
of confidence. “Go....” 

Wright, blocking halfback, mopped 
his face wearily, glanced toward the 
stands. Then his head jerked up. Eng- 
hott beat his hands as he hopped to 
position in the T-formation but his 
shovel flip to Monk Stern going to 
the right was low. Stern made a 
miraculous snatch off his shoelaces, 
kept going. He stiff-armed a backer- 
up, made up the penalty, plus three 
more. 

Hig Barron grinned a little, signed 
his cheering stooges into disciplined 
silence as Kenton huddled. But with 
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the snapback from center, that tide 
of sound as sharp as gunfire rolled 
across the field again. It seemed in- 
fectious as the team caught fire. They 
struck with authority, -hard, savage. 
Spinners. A double reverse. A back- 
field fumble set them back. Enghott 
jump-passed over center for seven. 
Penrusk on a limping end-around an 

eeling for a first down. 

Tubby'Ellers, the rotund line men- 
tor leaped off the bench. “Damned if 
that Barron doesn’t seem to have put 
a fire under them!” And the head 
coach, Whisper Gilson, glanced down 
to where the cheerleader toiled. 

Barron had chucked away the mega- 
phone. Had shed the gold sweater 
despite the chill rising wind as well. 
He moved along with the team, ex- 
horting, jerking that chant from the 
crowd, demanding more and more. 
Kenton failed on two tries as des- 
perate Crake dug in. Then Jaslinski 
bombed the center. And Monk Stern 
ripped to the outside and went over 
with two seconds to go. 

That deadlocked it, 27-27. And 
twenty odd thousand spectators held 
their breaths as Cruhos, the giant 
tackle, came out of the line to try for 
the placement and the extra point. 
But the rising wind twisted the ball 


wide of the upright and the attempt 


failed. A tied game. 

Over on the sideline, Hig Barron 
drepped to a knee and drummed a 
fist with the weariness of disappoint- 
‘ment against the megaphone.... 


ALL GAUNT William ‘“Whis- 

per” Gilson stood in the doorway 
of his office and surveyed the dress- 
ing room. He’d never been the slave- 
driver type of coach, but right then 
he wondered if his technique had 
been wrong. A few of the team did 
look downcast, sitting around mo- 
rosely. But there was a lot of easy 
chatter going on, laughing; Red Eng- 
hott and Stern and Feet Penrusk, 
after explaining it all with the phrase 
“bad breaks”, were talking about 
their dates that night. Eddie Wright 


inspected a purpling bruise on his 
jaw in a wall mirror and groused 
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about it because he was flying home 
for Sunday. 

Gilson swore under his breath, 
wincing. He’d seen teams that had 
failed to win come in and sob, mad 
enough to chew the metal doors off 
the lockers. Seen them curse, heard 
individuals blaming themselves for 
every miscue in the game. But this 
gang.... 

Two-hundred-and-ten pound little 
Joe Scanlon and Tuck Cruhos, the 
half bald tackle, sauntered from the 
shower room. “They sure were lucky. 
And that Brandies at halfback was a 
tricky guy,” Scanlon said. 

“Uh huh,” agreed the towering 
Tuck Cruhos. “Seer that new picture 
down at the Mosque yet? Tim Dunn 
told me it was great.” 

Gilsoen’s hands balled into fists. 
He’d dealt out some tough tongue- 
lashings, but they didn’t seem to take. 
Over by the rubbing table somebody 
remarked that Barron the cheerleader 
had almost knecked himself out. 

Blackie Millard a second string 
end nodded as Gilson eaves-dropped. 
“Yeah. And he takes his football 
mighty seriously. I room across the 
hall from him in Randall. He’s got 
aregular library on the game. Always 
diagramming and diagnosing plays, 
teo.” 

“Grandstand quarterback, eh?” 

“Guess so,” Millard admitted. “Sun- 
days he eats up the papers with their 
photos and play charts. Tomorrow he 
won’t be talking to anybody because 
we didn’t win. Friday he predicted 
we'd lose today if Crake once grabbed 
the -lead.” 


HISPER GILSON’S eyes nar- 
rowed 


closed the door behind him. Gilson 
went te his desk and fingered the 
play-by-play charts of the contest 
idly, deep-sunken eyes almost closed. 
Tubby Ellers plucked his post-game 
cigar from his face. He smelled'some- 
thing coming. The head coach looked 


up and speke in the perpetually 


husky voice that had earned him his 
nickname. : 


thoughtfully as he 
turned inte his office. Pat Fusco 


“Twice today we got back in that 
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ball game. Opening of the second 
half when we went sixty nine yards 
for a teuchdown. And then there at 
the end when they scored with all 
the breaks going against them.” 

Both aides nodded. Gilson went 
on, eyes stabbing at them. 

“And where was that Barron each 
time they went to town?” 

Ellers, eyes puckered, got it first. 
“Say that’s right. Yeah. Both times 
he was moving along the sideline 
with ’em—and setting the crowd on 
fire! And those were the times the 
team got hot. Yeah!” 

“Yes, both times the team moved 
it,” Fusco admitted. 

Gilson nodded curtly. “Yep. That 
Barron’s got something. Spirit. Call 
it what you will. But it’s what our 
team lacks! Now—this sounds crazy. 
But, suppose—just. suppose—Barron 
were on the field with them, as a 
player....” 


ONDAY AFTERNOON, won- 

(ja. dering what it was all about, 
Higby Barren dropped in at. the 
fieldhouse. It was in response to the 
head coach’s note. Whisper Gilson 
was on the phone when Barron en- 
tered his office. The coach nodded 
toward a.chair, expelled cigaret 
smoke, and checked Barron’s flat 
body, the wide but not deep shoul- 
ders. Then the oversized gray eyes 
that gave him the studious look. 
But there was a hint of objective 
coldness behind those eyes that hinted 
at a ceftain rutlless quality in him. 

Gilson hung up, muttered some- 
thing about football writers, then 
asked bluntly, “Barron, why did you 
predict we'd lose to Crake?” Al- 
though actifally a tie, it had been a 
moral defeat for the Wildcats. 

Hig Batron slouched easily in the 
chair. “Simple, Gilson. Kenton’s 
strong—but smug, No fire. And Crake 
was overdue to pull an upset.” 

“Go ahtad. Why?” 

“Two weeks ago, they held big 


~ .~Westetn U. scoreless in the secon 


half till the final five minutes. Last 
week, against Michigan Tech, they 
bowed—but in the third quarter they 
had a touchdown disallowed that 











might have changed the tenor of the 
rest of the game. So they came in 
here fighting mad and hot to take 
it out on semebody. Your team was 
‘it’. Anything else you wanted to 
know,’ Gilson?” 

Bridling inside at the insolence in 
Barron’s tone, the head coach glanced 
down at a confidential report øn Bar- 
ron before him. It listed him as a 
junior of a. hundred and sixty six: 

ounds. High scholastic standing. 

ad attended Foxcroft Prep. No 
physical disability according to the 
university health chart. Took a daily 
gym workout. Gilson lifted the sunk- 
en eyes. “Ever play any football?” 

Impatient to leave, Barron 
shrugged. “Played at it as a young- 
ster, Backlot stuff. Kid teams. If yəu 
don’t mind, I’m pretty busy and—” 

Pat Fusco came in and said hello. 
“Seems to me I recall a high school 
back by the name of Barren four-five 
years ago. Any relation?” 


Barren shook his head, mouth flat- 
tening. Gilson said, “Se you think 
the team needs somebody to set them 
on fire, to ride ’em ragged.” 

The younger man’s poise was mad- 
dening in its insolence. “I didn’t say 
that. But that’s about the score.” 


Whisper Gilson exploded his sur- 
prise bombshell casually in the thin 
husky veice. “How about taking over 
the job?” Despite his mild manner, 
Gilson was a gambler. If Crake could 
hold his machine, powerful outfits 
like Western U. and Mondson would 
run them groggy before they woke 
up. Something had te be done. 

“You're crazy.” Hig Barron stood 
up. “Anyway—nothing doing.” 


HEY WENT to work on him. 

Fusco said if he could handle 
himself at all on the field, he might 
be just the guy. Gilson said they’d 
just use him in the crucial moments. 
Use him like the china-doll quarter 
back of the old Haughton Harvard 
= “We've watched you work 
that crewd up, Barron. Seen how you 


insult them, then get them to split 
, their lungs. You wouldn’t have to do 
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a thing on the field except needle 
that gang of sawdust dummies! 
Why— 

Pasion picked up his trenchcoat. 
“Save it. I—I don’t care enough for 
the game.” But pinpoints of per- 
spiration shone on his brow. 

Pat Fusco gave with the big 
crooked grin that could make a man 
boil: Reminded him of his diagram- 
ing and doping of the game. Barrón 
lifted his eyebrows, drawled: 

“Guess I just like to check on 
coaches’ mistakes.” 


Gilson ignored the barb. “Just for 
one game, Baron! Try it. If that 
bunch once gets hot, _— be all 
right.” 

Fusco made a nasty noise with his 
gum as Barron again said no. “Sure, 
things get pretty rough out on the 
field. But that glamor-pants job on 
the sidelines is safe. Huh?” 

Hig Barron measured the back- 
field coach with a cold stare. “Fusco, 
de you coach for free? No, of course 
not. Well, in my case, it’s the oppo- 
site. If I played, it would cost me 
money. I can’t afford it.” 

His uncle had reared him since his 
parents had died during his boyhood, 
he went on to explain in that cool 
voice. A few years ago his brother, 
he said, had been seriously hurt in a 
high school game. Almost injured for 
life. After that, his uncle had for- 
bidden them both to play again. 
Sworn to disinherit them if they did. 

“My uncle owns the Barron Re- 
frigerator Corporation. So I’d be 
_ pretty foolish. Besides, I feel I owe 
him something, Gilson. Don’t you?” 

The head coach nodded, about 
licked. Fusco shrugged and went to 
a window overlooking the field. Then 
Gilson caught that glint of ebject- 
ive coldness in Hig Barron’s eyes 
and made one last stab. Something 
about this poised kid got him, made 
him think he could pull the stunt. 

“Look, Barron. Let me call your. 
uncle on the phone. Maybe for one „ 
game, he’d— È 

Hig shook his head. , He flew to. 
Europe two days ago.” 

Fusco looked over his shoulder. 
“Shucks, if he’s in Europe, he. 
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wouldn’t have to hear about one game. 
Afterward, you could sorta explain 
it. Of course, if you were a real 
player and actually pulled something 
big on the field, it would be dif- 
ferent. But if he heard about it 
months afterward—” He gave that 
irritating grin again. 

- And for some reason, he needed to 
say no more. Hig Baron paled 
slightly. But the only sign of the 
struggle boiling inside him was the 
quick knifing motion of his tongue 
along his lips. Watching, Gilson 
could catch the invisible but hot 
sparks of antipathy between those 
two. 

“All right, Fusco! So you want a 
laugh in a bad way. Okay. But keep | 
the other side of your mouth oiled 
up too.” Hig anes his coat. “I’m 
your man, Gilson.. 


Foy ok 


HEN THEY saw the head 
WY cnecneader in uniform trot 
onto the field later, most 
of the squad were amazed. Long- 
waisted bulging-shouldered Red Eng- 
hott came ever, wagging his head, a 
handsome guy with a petulant mouth. 
“Hell, Hig, do we look so awful 
from the sidelines?” 

Hig kept dead-panned. “Well, may- 
be you’ve noticed I do lead the cheers 
with my back to the field.” 

They thought it was funny then, 
Beetling-browed Monk Stern, Num- 
ber Three back, laughed and whacked 
Cruhos’ shoulder. Jaslinsky, still 
limping from Saturday, said Hig 
could have his job against Western 
U. this week. But when Hig replaced 
Eddie Wright at the blocker post on 
the varsity in a dummy drill, they 
were puzzled. Cruhos scowled at Feet 
Penrusk outside him. 

“What the devil does this mean, 
anyway?” he asked. 

When Enghott named the K-84, 
Pat Fusco coached Hig. “Don’t worry 


' about any blocking, Barron. This is 


a delayed tackle smash. You just fake 
taking the leather— 
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“Then go outside for the defen- 
sive left half. I know my assignment,” 
Hig cut in. 

Fusco reddened. “Smart boy, eh? 
Maybe you know the blocker back’s 
assignment on all our plays, eh?” 

Hig nodded with a bored look. 
“Sure. Got ’em all charted out. 
Every other back’s assignment on 
every play, too.” Somebody gave with 
a low nasty whistle in the background, 
and Hig chuckled inside. The sooner 
he went to work on this bunch, the 
better. The first step was to earn 
their hate. 

Inside of five minutes, he had 
back up his assertion pretty well, 
though. Tuesday they settled down 
to the heavy-duty scrimmage, as Gil- 
son prepared for Western U. B. Team 
on the offense. After a few plays, 
Hig touched Tubby Ellers’ arm. El- 
lers was in charge of B Team. 


“Watch your quarterback as he 
spins in the T,” Hig said. “Some- 
times he takes an extra half step and 
is off balance.” 

Tubby Ellers watched a couple of 
plays, nodded. “You’re right.” He 
was anoyed at having it pointed out 
to him, a coach. Something made him 
say, “It’s easy to criticize; think you 
could do any better? Try it some- 
time, brother. Just try it.” 


“Name the time,” Hig said with 
that cool insolence. 

Ellers’ jaw snapped up. Then, tak- 
ing it on himself, he quickly inserted 
Hig Barron for the B Team spia man. 
At first, Hig was uncertain in his 
ball handling. He fumbled once, 
then got jumbled and tried to feed 
- it to a back who wasn’t there as he 
himself pivoted. There were some 
guffaws. Hig juggled a couple of 
times to slow up the plays. Then a 
faint calm smile came over his face 
as if finding himself in a familiar 
position. He began to pivot snappily,~ 
. shuffling the ball around, faking it~ 
neatly. Ten minutes passed with the% 
coaching staff bug-eyed and he was~ 
masking his moves with more and? 
more assurance, 
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HAT EVENING, at the coach- 

ing staff conference in Gilson’s 
cottage, Fusco said, “Something 
funny’s going on there. That Barron 
is too familiar with the T. He’s plaved 
football—and plenty of it—some- 
where before.” 

Gilson smiled over a drink. “I don’t 
care. I figured we’d lose a blocker 
when he put him in. But if he could 
only start a fire under those guys, 
it might be worth it. He can make 
that pivot. When we play him, we 
move Engott to the: other halfback 
post and step up our offense.” 

Wednesday, Hig worked a long 
time at the spin with the varsity. He 
was no polished wonder, but it was 
plain he’d been there before. Plain 
too that he had a lot of natural grid- 
iron ability. Gilson told him he’d 
work at that post when he went in. 
That he called the plays well, too. 

“All right,” Hig said. He knew he 
should show some sign of elation, 
but he was worried that this new set- 
up might spotlight him. “And I got 
myself into it with my great big 
mouth,” he said mentally. But he 
loved this grid game, and it was too 
damn difficult to hold back how 
much he knew about it. 


Then it was Saturday afternoon . 
and the orange-jerseyed Western U. 
team roared down the field behind the 
initial kickoff. The Red and Gold of 
Kenton began to roll, picking up two 
first downs. Enghott, looking bril- 
liant, clicked on two short passes. In- 
side their own thirty five, the bull- 
like Orange line braced, but Monk 
Stern swept wide to the fifteen. An 
offside nullified a completed pass 
into the end zone. A backfield fum- 
ble lost Kenton another five, and the 
drive went out of the team; Western 
U. took over. 

They smashed back past midfield. 
Kicked. Kenton had to punt back 
after one first down. Western drove 
again. Then Feet Penrusk seeped in, 
trapped a passer deep, nailed him. 
The ball rolled loose and was 
engulfed by a red and gold jersey. 
Jumbo Jaslinsky drove for six, then 
the Orange wall burst in and some- 
body bobbled in the Kenton back-. 
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field. Monk grabbed it up, saw a hole 
through the middle, and sprinted 
through the split secondary to the 
twenty-seven. And Whisper Gilson 
sent Barren over the sideline, Wright 
coming out. 

“All right,” Hig said to them in 
the huddle. “Now, suppose you jerks 
quit riding en your luck and get down 
to football.” He named the play, a 
crossbuck with Jaslinsky stabbing the 
line. “Den’t be scared of those guys, 
Jumbo. None of ’em carry knives!” 


HERE WAS tthe snapback, the 

drum of driving feet, the thud 
and grind of bodies in crashing cen- 
tact on the line. The sound, the feel 
of it—something never thought to 
know again—started a thundering in 
Hig Barron’s heart. He almost 
dropped the leather. Then he was 
immediately coel, poised, wheeling, 
faking. He slapped it into Jaslinsky’s 
middle as he roared by like a big 
truck. He picked up four, would have 
gotten more if Red Enghott had 
blocked out that defensive halfback 
more cleanly. 

Hig didn’t miss that 
scourged Jaslinsky who’d come into 
the huddle with a satisfied grin des- 
pite a cut lip. “Ain’t you -just great 
though, Jumbo?” Hig let him have 
it. “A messenger boy could’ve gone 
through that hole! You got power, 
` Jumbo, but se’s a cannon. And some- 
body’s get to pull the lanyard.” He 
named the play, a pass feint with Jas- 
linsky off tackle. 

The running Enghott cocked his 


arm, shovelled to Jaslinsky as Hig- 


bumped the end from the other wing 
outside. Jaslinsky roared to the 
enemy seventeen for a first down. 
Enghott pitched to Penrusk in the 
flat but the whistle shrilled before 
the latter had taken two steps. An- 
other one ‘of those offsides. First 
and fifteen to ge. And on the next 
play, the Orange line surged through 
and Hig himself was trapped with 
the leather for a loss. He could feel 
the team’s morale sag. 

“You fellas picked up any girls 
in the stands yet? I mean you, Scan- 





oa And you ax ‘Cruhos!” = €x- 


but he~ 


better watch out. That Orange line’s _ 





cheerleader lashed at them in the 
huddle. “If you didn’t notice, that 
Orange line paid us a visit just then! 
Jaslinsky, I mustn’t forget your age. 
We won’t use you this time; we’ll 
let Enghoff make like a football 
player instead!” He named the play, 
an in-and-out. 

Red Enghott was licking his lips, 
a sign of anger with him, as they 
swung into the T. The left side of 
the Red and Gold wall was swept 
back as Enghott went to the left. But _ 
Jaslinsky, blocking ahead of him 
like a berserk bull dozer, cleared the 
path to the outside. And Enghott 
was bumped out of bounds down on 
the ten. That made it third and three. 

“We better smash it inside of tack- 
le,” Enghott said as they grouped. 

“Just what they’d expect,” Hig shot 
back with curling lip. “You afraid to 
get into that end zone—think it’s 
radio active or something?” He called 
a pass play, flipped back to the cut- 
ting Red, then sifted through outside 
the guard spot. The aerial hit him 
in the chest as he turned with the 
rival secondary spread for a longer 
bey to the outside. Hig jumped out 

f his tracks. 

The defensive center and a half- 
back smashed in on him. He didn’t’ 
seem to be running hard, sørt of danc- 
ing. Then he’d glided away from the 
center with a side-step, cut down 
field. Brought up short and let the 
halfback dive past him. Hig streaked 
off. The safety man cut in hard. But 
Monk Stern dashed in from the left 
and bumped him offstride just 
enough. Hig flitted ever the goal- 
line in the coffin corner, touched it 
down. Stern rushed up and slapped 
his back heartily. 

They kicked the extra point and 
Kenton was in front, 7-0. Hig Bar- 
ron came out. But even as he trotted 
off he knew the move would breed 
resentment amongst those men on 
the field behind him. 

“That was all right, Barron,” Gil- 
son said. 


But Hig shook his head. “They 
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going to get tougher. Kenton will hat that time. Gilson replaced Hig as 
need more fire than that before this the Orange took over. The ex-cheer- 
one’s over. Somebody’s got to slap leader sat out the rest of the half on 


‘em in the face plenty more!” the bench as the Orange, behind that 
brute of a line, went for another 
F 3 F touchdown to make it 14-7, 
3 : “We'll get going in the next half,” < 


. Red Enghott predicted easily be- 
ESTERN threatened twice tween the halves. “Those ends can’t 
WY ior the quarter closed, fence me in all day!” 
but their aerial offense was And the flashy hard-striding Eng- 
ragged; the Red and Gold secondary hott did turn the flank for a long 
could draw in tight against the line run early in the second half. Then 
smashes. But Cruhos came out, badly when Western intercepted a pass, 
punished. Monk Stern took a breath- the Kenton machine seemed to lose 
er, went back in, and on the next all incentive. Midway of the period 
play needed the trainer’s aid after the Orange juggernaut pounded 
backing up the line against a tackle yards for a touchdown to make it 
smash. Western U. rolled on to slam 21-7. Following the kickoff to Ken- 
it over after the second period was ton, Western drew a holding pen- 
a few minutes old. They got another alty. 
drive going, came down into Kenton “Climb into the driver’s seat, Bar- 
` territory. Then Monk glued onto a ron,” Whisper Gilson said as he sent 
long pass, broke away from the in- him over the sideline. 
tended receiver, and brought it back And as he joined the huddle, jaw 


to midfield. wagging, Hig had a fresh field tac- 
= “Get in there and throw the spurs tic in mind, From the bench, he’d 
to ’em, Barron,” Gilson said. noted that when Red Enghott ran 


-“Here comes our little Pollyanna!” the team, he did most of the carry- 
Hig pushed his head into the huddle ing on the sweeps himself. The sol- 
with Enghott shifting to the half- emn Monk Stern was put in the 
back spot. “Now we're going to get shade. So Hig gave it to Monk on a 
told off, fellas!” i Z double reverse with Red blocking. It 

“Yeah, he’s too good to play with went for five. The others stared as 
us most of the time. Go ahead, tell the slim slave-driver_abandened his - 
us, Hig,” Cruhos, back in, said chuck- role, slapping Monk on the back. 
ling, “Okay, Monk! If you’d had ‘any 

Hig got it. These men were no help, you’d have been away, kid. 
thick-skulis. If he wasn’t careful, Come out of the coma, muscleheads!” 
they'd be laughing at him and his ‘He gave it on a delayed buck to Jas- 
stuff. He sneered around, big ¢yes linski. Tried to anyway. The fullback 
cold. “Nobody can do much with a dropped it, Hig scooped it up, hopped 
bunch of stuffed uniforms who don’t ove: a prone for four yards. One of 
care much about whether they win! those orange-shirted giants smacked 
Alright, Enghott, throw away your him straight up in the air. As he came 
press clips!” up groggy, Hig felt the frigid fin- 

He lashed them and laughed at gers of fear pluck at his guts. Then 
them, insulted them, drove them he straightened his helmet and 
down inside Western’s twenty five. started yapping again, trying to for- 
He pivoted and f ked efficiently on get the sensation. 
the T. Used. the flashy Enghott as a 
decoy to the outside while Monk E SENT Monk on a sweep, com- 
‘sliced over the tackles. But he MÆ plimented him warmly. The 
_ couldn’t pull a touchdown out of his Monk grinned, eyes alight and eager, 
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Hig had Red pitch to Monk in the 
flat and the man who seldom got a 
chance to shine went for fourteen. 
Building up Monk, needling the rest, 
constantly bawling out Jaslinski, Hig 
sent them, fighting and seething at 
him, to the enemy fifteen—Jaslinski, 
stumbling some, into the line. 

“Let’s try lateral; their ends—” 
Red started to say. 

“TIl do the thinking. You just re- 

member to keep giving your profile 
to the stands, Red!” And he flung 
Jaslinski at the line again. The 
Grange forwards were like granite 
' blocks. Jaslinski picked up inches 
and Hig told him he ran like a cow 
overdue for milking. Jaslinski looked 
at him stupidly, and Hig sent Jumbo 
to the outside on a reverse. 

It was slick field generalship. 
Jumbo crossed standing up, the de- 
fense tricked by the fact the pile- 
driving Jumbo was always the inside 
man. Hig left the field after they 
made the extra point. He could see 
the respect in their faces even as 
they hated him. 

Late in the fourth quarter after 
Western had kicked from the ten, 
it was Hig himself who set up the 
break. The score was still 21-14 
against Kenton when Whisper Gil- 
son despatched him back in. Taking 
a short pass in the flat from Red, 
Hig brought the stands to their feet. 
Eeling and ghosting with that pe- 
culiar ball-toting style, constantly 
changing pace without seeming to 
„hurry he went for sixteen. Across 
midfield. Monk, playing all out af- 
ter the flattery treatment, made it 
a first down on a double reverse. 

“We're. going all the way! You 
hear me, dopes?” Hig spat at them, 
using the confident note now. “All 

the way! You can do it!” 

He sent Jaslinski in there at tack- 
le on a cutback. Jaslinski stumbled 
at the line of scrimmage. “Take the 
damn glie off your cleats, Jumbo!” 
And he named him to lug the mail 
on a single reverse. The surprise 
worked, a man carrying right after 
- he'd failed. Jumbo picked up five. 
-~ They huddled. 





-Cruhos suddenly spot. And he electrified th 


yipped, “Hey, where’s Jumbo?” And 
they looked around to see him stand- 
ing in the enemy secondary with a 
drugged look on his face. Gilson had 
Harry Tames, a second-string full- 
back, racing in to supplant him. 


HE SENSITIVE Hig could feel 

the team morale sag. Robbed of 
their crack line-smacker, they were 
ready to sink into their usual leth- 
argy. He abruptly switched tactics, 
he put out a hand, patted a few 
shoulders. Then he carried himself 
on an in-and-out play with the block- 
ing porous in front of him. A backer- 
up lifted him clear of his feet, sent 
him caroming sideward. But Hig 
seemed to drift like smoke from his 
arms, darted on a tangent suddenly 
picked up eleven and a first down. 
But the tackle that smeared him out 
of bounds rattled his back teeth. And 
that old fear spiked through him 
again. 5 
- But he was cocky when he joined 
the huddle. And kind, too. “Sure, 
you're all beaten up. Your legs are 
lead. But give it that one more big 
try, gang- You’ve got it!” 

“What the hell is this?” growled 
Cruhos. 

“What I said!” Hig came back. 
“Gilson on that bench believes in you 
guys. That crowd in the stands does 
too! And—I do. Give it, please.” He 
was the superb actor with a crack 
in his voice. “Those bums there are 
cracking now. Finish the job. Make 
with the hot stuff you pack!” 

They stared, blinked, and then — 
they caught fire. With spinners and 
laterals and cutbacks, he sent them 
digging down deeper and deeper in- 
to Orange territory. Slashing. Tak- 
ing losses as that overpowering line 
of Westerns, bolstered with big re- 
serves, burst through at times. But 
bouncing back repeatedly to make it . 
up as he begged and pleaded. Then 
they were inside the fifteen but 
stopped twice. Hig took the leather, 
faked, feinted a sweep, faded on a 

lay that Enghott, a crack passer, 
Bimself used from the pete’ 
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ns a bullet pass to Enghott on the 
ive. 

It slipped from Red’s hands. An 
Orange player plucked it from the 
air, cut aroynd Red, came roaring 
back up the sideline. Was in the 
free save for Hig. And it was the 
passer’s job to cover against an in- 
terception. Hig shifted out, gauged 
his stride. The runner feinted- to the 
inside, then turned on the power. Hig 
Barron, with the cold sweat leaking 
inside his jersey, hesitated. He made 
a weak futile clutch at arm’s length. 
The ball carrier shook off his hands 
_ scornfully and went all the way for 

a touchdown. With the minutes run- 

ning out, it meant the ball game. 

Wright came in for Hig. Hig said 
‘to Gilson as he crossed the sideline, 

“He fooled me. I thought he was go- 
ing to cut the inside.” 

The head coach nodded and told 
him to go in, saying it was just a 
tough bree’. But swinging up the 
ramp under the stands, for a moment 
Hig was a man his teammates had 
never seen. The big ruthless eyes 
squeezed hard against bitter unshed 
tears. He knew he had lied to Whis- 
per Gilson about that missed tackle. . 


‘YP IN Randall Hall, he stalked 
his room that evening, trying 
to forget the bruises and throttle the 
recriminations. But he was too used 
to helding private post-mortems on™ 
games to stop it now. He rechecked 
every play he had called, theught of 
what he might have done in the cir- 
_cumstances. Then, too, he might have 
carried more himself. But he’d wanted 
to avoid the spotlight. And there was 
always that other danger.... 

He moped around, restless and dis- 
contented. Bill Sneddon had phoned 
to ask him to drop in at the Chi Ep- 
silon dance that night, but Hig felt 
like nothing less than shaking the 
light fantastic. His thoughts re- 
turned to his last play of the game, 
the play that had cast the die irre- 
trievably. If that pass had clicked, 
it would have been a touchdown, a 
=~ tie score. And then anything might 

"have happened. If Red Enghott had 

_ frozen onto that ball, there would 
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have been no runback, no phoney 
futile tackle such as he had made. 
His eyes slammed closed as if to 
wipe out the picture..But the image 
persisted, as vividly fresh as when it 
happened. That Orange pass inter- 
ceptor roaring down on him and—He 
swore and pulled on his coat. A few 
stiff highballs down at Nick’s would 
go good now. 

Hell, he’d only agreed to play one 
game, so it made no difference. Gut 
that was eating on him too; he had 
failed to pull out that game, had not 
fired them enough to pull out a win. 
With his tough ego, he had coldly 
and honestly expected to do the trick. 

There was a knock. Blackie Mil- 
lard, the substitute end who roomed 
across the hall, came in with Put 
Lawlor. Lawlor was a graduate stu- 
dent who reported sports for one 
of the local sheets. Millard had a 
worried look on his baby face. Said 
Lawlor had just confirmed a tip that 
had come into the office. 

“Yeah,” said Lawlor, fussing with 
horn-rimmed glasses. “Jumbo Jas- 
linsky’s in the infirmary. Collapsed 
with a bad brain concussion, Gilson 
refuses to make a statement.” 

Hig called the infirmary at once. 
Jaslinsky was resting comfortably 
but could have no-visitors. Now Hig 
realized why Jumbo had caved in on 
that last drive. “Wish I could see 
him,” Hig said as he hung up. 

“You just lie low tonight, Hig,” 
Millard said. 

“What? Say, I’m no criminal! I—” 

Put Lawlor cut in. “Blackie’s right, 
Barron. The story’s going around the 
campus. There’s some ugly feeling. 
On the way over, I ran inte a couple - 
of players—not mentioning names. 


And—well, dont go prancing 
around.” 
Hig scowled. “Youd think I 


slugged Jumbo!” 

“No,” cracked Lawlor. “And don’t 
go melodramatic on us, kid. But some 
of the men feel you rode him ragged 
when he was hurt. That the way you 
kept throwing him in there got him 
the concussion. And they aren’t ex-— 
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actly soft-pedalling their feelings, 
either. So—” 

“Just keep out of the public eye 
till the hot heads cool off,” Millard 
pleaded. 

Hig grinned mockingly and shed 
his sports jacket. “Good thing I got 
my dinner jacket pressed this week. 
Almost forgot that Chi Epsilon 
dance.” Pleading did no good. It just 
wasn’t his way to crawl into a hole, 
to act as if he had something to be 
ashamed of. His assignment had been 
to drive that team, to spur them 
ragged. He’d tried. Jumbo’s injury 
was one of the fortunes of the game. 
J EN HE joined the stag line 

in the living room of the 
sprawling Chi Epsilon house, he 
sensed the frigidity of the atmos- 
phere. Ignoring it, he danced with a 
blonde town girl, bumped into Little 
Joe Scanlon, grinned. Scanlon only 
gave him a stiff nod. “Oh, my aching 
back,” Hig muttered. Then he spotted 
Kathy Wills, a sloe-eyed brunette, 
the glamour number of the campus 
that season. Red Enghott had been 
giving her a big rush all fall. A few 
minutes later, Hig cut in on her. 
When the music stopped, they 
strolled out onto the porch overlook- 
ing the lake. A bigmoon grinned atop 
the bluffs across the water. 

Kathy started to tell him what a 
swell game he’d played that after- 
noon. Hig shrugged. “And didn’t I 
wear my helmet at a nice jatinty ang- 
le, too?” he snapped. “Save it, baby!” 

“Well, Hig, was it strictly a one- 
night stand or are you staying out 
for the team?” she persisted. 

He knew who wanted to know that. 
Red Enghott. Red who took it as a 
reflection on his own ability that 
Hig was inserted to run the team 
in the crucial spots. And, looking 
- by her, Hig saw Red himself with a 
couple of other chaps standing in one 
of the French windows further down 
the porch. Perhaps it was just the 
devil jumping up in Hig Barron. Or 
maybe he was remembering how, 
when they’d come into the field- 
house after the defeat, Red had asked 


~ 






sarcastically, “Now I wonder who 
cost us that one?” That crack had 
hurt. 

Now, Hig leaned over Kathy. “Let’s 
talk about something interesting, 
baby. You. And you don’t look half 
bad tonight, hag?” Then he bent and 
kissed her. 

Red Enghott saw all right. He 
came swaggering down the veranda, 
sneering, Tuck Cruhos the tackle and 
Monk Stern behind him. “Pipe the 
big grid star in action, boys! Say, 
how much did Wonder Boy win for 
us by?” 

Hig told Red to be his age. But 
when the glovering quarterback 
pushed a step closer, Hig swung 
Kathy to one side. “Okay, Red. Now 
go ahead and shoot off your mouth!” 

“You did that this afternoon and 
put a guy in the hospital, Barron. 


‘Think you’d be ashamed to show 


your big bare face in public!” 


The ever cool Hig chuckled. He 
just didn’t know how to give ground. 
Then he said the worst thing pos- 
sible without quite knowing why at 
the moment. “Red, I disappointed 
myself today. But you act like a guy 
who’s been shown up, fella!” 


HE EXPECTED right-hand 

swing whipped over. Moving in- 
side it, Hig took it on his shoulder, 
grabbed Enghott’s arms, and started 
to swing him away and off balance. 
Only then did he come to realize how 
much hatred he’d engendered in those 
players that afternoon. Somebody 
else’s fist, he never was certain 
whether it belonged to Cruhos or 
Monk Stern, slammed. Hig found 
himself sitting on his pants on the 
porch, skull feeling like a busily- 
rung gong. He started to get up. Saw 
Blackie Millard wrestling Enghott 
away. And then burly Pat Fusco was 
on the scene, calling them all a bunch 
of babies whacking Cruhos over the 
jaw with arm open hand, and break- 
ing it up. 

“Will you please go home, Mr. 
Bombshell?” he asked Hig as he 
helped him up and steadied him, 
Outside, beside Blackie Millard’s car, 
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the backfield coach slapped Hig on 
the back. “Look, kid, you did your 
best today. But you didn’t have to 
rub it in to Enghott tonight. Your 
job’s done.” 

“Yeah?” Hig heard himself laugh 
coldly as he climbed into the car. “Be 
seeing you, Fusco.” He might have 
added, “On Monday.” Because he 
knew then, and knowing gave him 
a sense of relief. After Red Enghott’s 
challenge, after catching that belt 
on his whiskers, he couldn’t quit. He 


had to go on for another game, at- 


least.... 


LAr 


ONDAY afternoon, a little 
De as the ends were drill- 

ing at getting down under 
punts, Hig walked out onto the prac- 
tice field. Whisper Gilson was sur- 
prised to see him. “You don’t have 
to come out, Barron,” the head coach 
said. “You only promised fər one 
game.” 

Hig cocked an eye at Fusco the 
backfield aid wearing a smirk on his 
face. “Sure, I know, Gilson. Only it 
didn’t take that time, and I don’t like 
flop acts. So I’m out to give’’em an- 
other dose. Okay with you?” 

Whisper Gilson was inwardly 
pleased. It bulwarked his belief in 
his ability to read men, He’d had a 
hunch from the first that this poised 
cold-eyed Barron had steel inside 
him, but he wasn’t so pleased by the 
time the following day’s workout was 
half over. Hig Barron wasn’t getting 
results with the varsity. Or, rather, 


he was getting them in reverse. 


Barking the starting signals with 
the big team on the offense against 
the C outfit, Hig himself sensed it. 
He was up against a slowdown strike. 
With him in the driver’s seat, the 
varsity was barely going through the 
motions. Blocking lacked snap or 
authority. Time and again the big 
line had the C Team forwards get 
the jump on them. Ball-handling in 
the backfield was sloppy, devoid of 


_ deftness. With the exception of Miz- 


ner, substitute fullback for the still 
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missing Jumbo Jaslinsky, the backs 
were laggards, sullen, coming out of 
their tracks as if they had glue on 
their cleats. He kept tongue-lashing 
them. It was Penrusk on an end- 
around and he was driven back as he 
failed to cut sharply enough for a 
gap. Hig gave them the works again 
with his barbed tongue. 

“Murder with the mouth, aren’t 
you, Barron?” Enghott shot back at 
him in the huddle. “Aching to fix 
somebody else up like you fixed 
Jumbo, aren’t you?” 

Hig ignored it for the moment. 
“All right, Monk! You on that B-12. 
Show ’em how it sheuld be done, 
Mister! Now—!” 

“I can get along without any but- 
tering up by you, Barren,’ Monk 
came back swiftly. 

“Be grateful, Monk,” said Cruhos. 
“He’s giving you a kind word!” 

Hig knew then what he was up 
against, that he was practically as 
good as stymied as far as his value 
to the team. A down later, he faked 
to Penrusk, then sliced to the right 
te pitch one. But three linemen, still 
amazed by the opposition they hadn’t 
met, were in to smother him. He was 
glad when Whisper Gilson dismissed 
the men who’d been in the game 
early. But he was puzzled by Monk 
Stern’s attitude. As a part of his 
psychological technique, Hig had 
figured te build up the ego of the 
fergotten overshadowed man of the 
backfield. He’d praised him plenty 
in the Western game. Monk’s turning 
on him was a mystery. 


EDNESDAY evening, walk- 

ing down from the field with 
Blackie Millard, Hig began to won- 
der if he should throw in the towel. 
Millard said: 

“Hig, better put away the cat-o- 
nine-tails for a spell. Ease up on 
’em; they’re sore. They’re even talk- 
ing about pulling a strike: on you 
and—” 

“Ha! They’re just making with the 
big wind, kid!” 

They moved past the white Com- 
munity Center in the sharp autumn 
night. Blackie finally said, “Hig, I 
didn’t want to tell you, but I over- 
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heard Fusco and Whisper Gilson 
talking on the sidelines. Fusco said 


the varsity resents the fact that - 


you're only sent in when the glory 
road beckons, And that they have to 
soak up the punishment and the 
drudgery all the way.” 

“Yeah? What did Gilson say?” 

Millard cleared his throat. “Gilson 
said he guessed you had shot your 
psychological belt.” 

Hig kicked at a pile of russet 
leaves. “I was given the assignment 
—I didn’t ask for it—of getting that 
pack of brawn and speed keyed to a 
hair-trigger fighting pitch! Pll show 
them and Gilson come Saturday. 
Watch me!” But he knew he was 
whistling in the dark... 


HAT NIGHT he sat late in his 

study weighing the thing. May- 
be it would be best for everybody 
concerned if he did turn in his uni- 
form. Now, because of their attitude, 
he only handicapped the team when 
he was in the lineup. They deliber- 
ately slumped, laughed at or ignored 
his needling. And the team came 
first. Then there was his own inter- 
est. Sunday he had mailed a letter to 
his uncle’s Chicago office, telling 
him he had played ene game, that he 
expected to go in another. But if he 
quit now, perhaps Uncle Lewis 
would forgive him. 

Just as he noted that it was almest 
midnight, the phone rang, It was Put 
Lawlor, the sperts writer for The 
Blade. “Got some news you might 
like, Barron,” he led off. “You've 
been getting a rough deal up on that 
field this week. I’ve seen how those 
muscle heads are letting you down.” 

Hig told him it was all right, they 
just didn’t ugderstand the role he 
was playing. Lawlor laughed it off. 
He said Hig had a right to be sore, 
and that one of those wise Joes 
would be on the spot tofnorrew. 
Stern. 

“What’s Monk dene?” Hig asked. 
- “Net ‘done’, Did!” corrected Law- 
lor. “He played pro football some 
years ago. Weil, semi-pro anyway. 


A coupla games with some small- 











time club in Kankakee, It just came _« “Hell no,” Hig said and reached 


in on the news ticker, Mister. It’s 
the dope!” : 

“Are you sure, Lawlor? How solid 
is the report?” ` 

“Don’t worry, Hig. It’s the real Mc- 
Coy. Seme pro grid player in Chi- 
cago let it slip. He played on that 
same semi-pro club with Stern three- 
four years ago. He let it slip and a 
Chi sperts columnist picked up the 
story.” © 

Hig swore between his teeth. 
“That’s going to be bad. Can they 
prove the authorities -here knew that 
when they gave him an athletic 
scholarship?” 

“There’s the real angle on the 
whole thing,” Lawlor said. “Monk 
Stern isn’t up here on an athletic 
scholarship. The pro player, Monk’s 
old teammate, knew about that too. 
Red Enghott’s old man is putting 
Stern through college. Paid his way 
here so he could play football for 
Kenton, Alumnus finances hired 
hand player! Nice, isn’t it?” 

Hig Barron did some quick think- 
ing. Asked Lawlor if he had contact- 
ed Gilson or the graduate manager 
of athletics for a statement. Gilson 
was out of town overnight, Lawlor 
said. And the graduate manager 
could not be lecated. The Bigde was 
giving it a front page spread in the 
morning. © 

For some minutes after he hung 
up, Hig did some hard thinking. He 
didn’t feel like gloating much. Now. 
though, realizing how Monk.was un- 
der Red eee thumb, Hig un- 
derstood Moéhk’s sudden switch in 
his attitude teward him. “Would 
serve them right to let the thing blow 
up in their faces,” he muttered once, 
striding areund. Then he pushed his 
a feelings out of the matter. 

tern, he knew, came from a poor 
family. What if the guy had picked 
up a: few bucks some years ago play- 
ing just two games of semi-pro foot- 
ball? It didn’t make a tramp athlete 
out of him. Actually he’d been so 
lacking in a gridiron reputation he 
hadn’t even gotten an athletic schol- 
arship frem the school. If a friend’s 


‘father wanted to put him through 


college, it was no crime. 
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for the phone again. He called Monk 
Stern’s fratérnity house and had to 
wait while they got him out of bed. 
Stern’s voice took on a guarded note 
when he learned who it was. 

“What business is it of yours, 
Barron?” he snapped when Hig 
asked if he’d ever played football 
for money. 

“A press story is breaking that 
_ you did, Monk.” 

The running back gasped and 
choked back an oath at the other end. 
“A guy will take any job when he’s 
busted and has to eat. But—” An ex- 
cited note thinned his voice. 

“Keep your pants on, Monk,” Hig 
said, “and play dumb. When the re- 
porters hit you in the morning, all 
you know is that you were asked to 
play ina couple of games by a friend. 
Got that?” 

“Yes?” said Stern dubiously. 

“And the guy was betting on the 
games and laid a couple of bucks for 
you. That’s all. See? Afterward he 
paid you off on your piece of the 
bets. That was what you thought it 
was, anyway. You don’t remember 
much. The club seemed like a pick- 
up team to you, anyway. That’s all 
you know. Get it?” 

“Yeah, I think so. That—that seems 
like a pretty good line of snow, Hig 

..Say, why are you doing this any- 
way?” 

Hig chuckled. “So I won’t miss the 
pleasure of peeling your hide off on 
that field,” he snapped, and hung up. 
If he appeared to go soft in the eyes 
of those guys his role as a slave- 
‘driver would be blasted. And that 
was his great value to the team... 


RBR’ THE TIME he went up to the 
field the following afternoon, 
the “great gridiron scandal” had cel- 
lapsed like a pricked bubble. The 
neontime news broadcast from the 
city admitted as much. The uni- 
-versity’s statement that Stern had 
not received an athletic scholarship, 
backed by Monk’s hazy recollection 
of-receiving a few dollars for bet- 
ting on the team, made the first sen- 
sational reports ridiculous. But when 
Hig showered after the drill, it 


= seemed there had been no change in 


the attitude of the team toward him. 
Then he ran into Red Enghott out- 
= the fieldhouse door and learned 
why. 
“Smart boy, aren’t you, Barron?” 
sneered the regular quarterback. 
“Pretty cute of you getting Monk 
out of that jam.” 

Hig frowned. “Would you rather 

I’d let him get trapped?” 

“Don’t be so damn altruistic, kid. 
We iknow you,” Red came back. 
Jumbo Jaslinski may not be able to 
go on Saturday. And if Monk had 
been outa the picture too, we 
wouldn’t be able to afford a china- 
doll back—meaning you—in there. 
Wed have to have four working 
backs. ‘Yeah, you played your cards 
pretty—to protect yourself, Barron. 
Come on, Tuck.” He and Cruhos 
went down the path. 

Hig stood there in the darkness, 
twisting a foot into the gravel. “I’m 
sure in it up to my neck now...Up 
that well-known creek without a 
paddle. Nothing I can do is going to 
be right...” 

Then it was Saturday afternoon, 
frosty-sharp, clear as they trotted 
out to meet the Light Blue of Mond- 
son, They were a rangy gang, cocky 
in the bargain, a little green in the 
line. But they had a couple of wing- 
men who crashed in like highballing 
trucks, and they had the fast-break- 
ing Rory Menlo as a triple-threat, a 
winged-heeled guy. The dead-panned 
back was always a threat to go for 
the distance. 

“That guy’s jet-prepelled,” said 
Tuck Cruhos, watching Menlo take a 
few practise sprints at the other side 
of the gridiron. 

“Lansing held him,” Hig snapped. 
“Of course, Lansing has some bona 
fide football players in the lineup.” 
But his remark was ignored. 

Then, taking the kickoff, Mond- 
son began to shoot their stuff from a 
single wing, aided and abetted by 
sharp brush-blocking, They were 
packed with confidence, purpese, 


that contrasted with Kenton. Ball 
carriers began to run and cut. They 
snapped from the huddle with a 
military precision. After all, they’d ~ 
held Notre Bame to a tie earlier in 
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the season. They were in a hurry to 
settle this one. Twice Menlo was al- 
most away. Then Red intercepted a 
pass on his own thirty, slashed back 
to midfield. 

Hig was off the bench, howling an- 
grily. More alert blocking and Red 
would have gone all the way to pay 
dirt. Gilson was off the bench too. 
Sent in Millard. Hig eyed the head 
coach. But Hig didn’t get the go 
sign. 

Driving from the T, that explosive 
admixture of guile and power, Ken- 
ton looked hot for a couple of min- 
utes. Cruhos at left tackle was up- 
rooting the right side of the visitors’ 
line, They moved deeper into Mond- 
son territory. A play stopped. Then 
a holding penalty, And Kenton 
seemed to collapse. Mondson took 
over. Two plays later, Menlo took a 
pass in the flat and galloped all the 
way. Score, Mondson 7, Kenton 0. 

Shortly after taking the kickoff, 
- Red Enghott connected with a long 
pass heave. “Now!” Hig said to him- 
self. Surely this was the psychologic- 
al moment to shoot him in. Whisper 
Gilson did put in Brown to replace 
the substitute fullback, Mizner. But 
the head coach didn’t even glance 
Hig’s way. Then Hig got it. Gilson 
was bowing to the team; Hig 
wouldn’t be used... 


ENTON got a drive going, then 
kicked their chance with a 
fumble, Both teams duelled, swap- 
ping punts. The game moved into 
the second period. Enghott made 
some big games on sweeps, but the 
Red and Gold never really took com- 
mand. And, suddenly, like lightning 
out of a clear sky, Mondson scored 
twice to jump it to a 21-0 game. The 
ultimate outcome seemed foregone. 
On the bench, the bitterness boil- 
ing inside Hig Barron was as tangible 
as the taste of gall, He never realized 
how badiy he-wanted to play, how 
much he’d been counting en it. If he 
didn’t get in there, pull the trick, 
that tackle he’d failed to make last 
week would haunt him for the rest of 
his days. He was vaguely aware of 
the graduate manager of athletics.in 


‘that loud checked topcoat hurrying - 


by him, On the field, there was time 
out. Hig noticed the grad manager 
talking excitedly to Whisper Gilson. 
The head coach called Fusco over, 
then left the bench and went up the 
ramp into the fieldhouse with the 
manager, 

Out on the field, an Enghott pass 
was intercepted. But two plays later, 
Little Joe Scanlon broke through and 
fell on a Mondson fumble. Tubby El- 
lers ran down the bench to talk with 
Fusco, now in charge of\the team. 
Fusco watched one play fail, rubbing 
his jaw hesitantly. A double lateral 
was smeared for a loss. And Fusco 
popped off the bench, motioning. 

“Go in for Wright, Barron!” he 
ordered. 

When Hig joined the huddle at 
midfield, he could feel the wall of 
hostility. And Cruhos, with a couple 
of face bruises, promptly warned 
him. 

“Listen, Mr, Mouth! Try keel- 
hauling me just once today and I’m 
starting ‘Operation Homicide.’ Get 
me?” - 

Hig gave with the cold smile. “I 
see. You guys wanta lose in your 
own way and at your own leisure, 
huh?” But he was bluffing. He knew 
it was really racked against him now. 

Red Enghott said hoarsely. “We 
just aren’t running for you, Barron, 
We can let those other guys murder 
you, too! So keep buttoned up! 
Whisper can have it any way he 
wants—you hollering in the glory 
spots—or ten varsity men working 
for him!” 

Hig sucked his breath. This was 
bad. “Okay, heroes.” He named a dou- 
ble reverse. No gain. He straightened 
his helmet after having been knocked 
kicking by one of those Mondson 
ends. And then he let them have it 
with both barrels, hurling epithets 
at them individually, calling them 
cows. “Now, you bunch of splay- 
hoofed fugitives from a squat-tag 
game, show what you can do, will 
you? You got the stuff and—”’ He © 
was begging now. 

“Wind’s cheap,” said Enghott. 


IG CALLED his own number, 
carried om a cutback, but was 
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snowed under after darting for a 
first down. With any kind of decent 
blocking, he really might have gone 
places. Then it was Feet Penrusk on 
an end-around, Penrusk was slug- 
gish, trapped behind the line. Trail- 
ing the play, Hig shouted. Penrusk 
lateralled to him, Cutting to the in- 
side, Hig spun from one man, threw 
open the throttle with a burst of 
speed, whipped back to the outside. 
Two men seemed to have him. He 
gave one a leg, took it away, skidded 
toward the sideline with that peculiar 
shifty gait. Then he tight-rope 
walked it .down the line, baffling 
them with his change of pace. Thirty 
thousand spectators hit their feet. 
Hig outran the speedy Menlo, 
pulled the safety man off balance, 
then danced away from him and over 
the goal-line as the half ended. 

It was 21-7 when they went into 
the locker room. Red said something 
about getting underway for sure in 
the next half. And the Hig under- 
stood completely for the first time. 
Red’s words were automatic, a form 
of self deception. Actually they knew 
they wouldn’t get going in the sec- 
ond half. This bunch, Hig saw, really 
had no deep faith in themselves, had 
no idea of their true potentialities. 
They—then Fusco came ‘over and 
said Gilson wanted him. 

Hig clattered over the concrete 
floor on his cleats and pushed open 
the doer of the head coach’s office. 
And big white-thatched blustery 
Lewis Barron, his uncle, whirled 
around from pounding the coach’s 
_ desk. Flying back from Europe, he’d 
decided to pay Hig a surprise visit, 
dropped down at the airport only to 
find his nephew was in a football 
game. 

“Higby!” he roared. “What the 
devil are you doing?” 

Hig flushed and for once, his poise 
left him. He shuffled. He simply said 
he thought he could help the team, 
and that he had written a letter to 
the Chicago office notifying his un- 
cle. Gilson stepped up. 

“Mr. Barron, I urged him to play. 


He didn’t want to. And I take full 
responsibility,” the head coach said 
in that husky thin veice. “I—” 





“You might have murdered the 
boy—or almost, anyway!” roared the 
refrigerator tycoon. The office door 
still stood open. They couldn’t help 
but get every word of it in the locker 
room. Higby was a sensation in high 
school, a veritable sensation. Yes! 
Then he received a spinal injury in 
making a tackle. And—” 


E WENT ON to tell almost the 
the same story Hig himself ‘had 
related to Gilson in the beginning. 
Only, at that time, Hig had inserted 
a small white lie, naming an imagi- 
nary brother as the victim. Lewis 
Barron described how Hig’s left side 
had been paralized for weeks. How, 
the following season, he had gone 
through an agony of mental torture 
in trying to make himself play again. 
And how,-finally, he, Lewis Barron, 
had sent Hig away to prep and prom- 
ised to cut him off penniless if he 
ever played again. 
Gilson said in an awed voice, “I 
never knew what I was asking him 
to do, Mr. Barron. Why— 


“Gilson, if he got hit in the spine 
where he received that injury—well, 
God alone knows how it might af- 
fect him,” Barron said. 


Gilson nodded. “Get out of the 


uniferm, Hig.” 


Hig looked once pleadingly at his, 
burly uncle. Just the rest of this 
one game. Lewis Barron came over 
and took his nephew by the shoul- 
ders. “Uncle, I got hit there once 
last Saturday and nothing happened. 
If you—” But Lewis Barron shook 
his head grimly. 

Hig asked permission to sit out 
the rest of the game in uniform on 
the bench. That was granted. He 
walked out into the dressing quar- 
ters stiffly. Red Enghott came over 
and took his arm, face morose. 


“Hig, we didn’t know from noth- 
ing,” he said. 

Hig saw the rest of the Wat; si- 
lent, looking at him, but looking at 
him in a new way. “Forget it, Red.” 
He only wished he could forget that 


-he had tried to play again. It was 


like reopening an old wound... 
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O OPEN THE third quarter, 
the great Menlo almost tore 


free again. But Kenton held 
for downs and took the ball. They 
got a march underway. It fizzled 
out though down in the Light Blue 
territory. After that, Tuck Cruhos 
rose like a towering behemoth on 
that line on defensive play. Almost 
single-handedly, boring in like a 
threshing machine, he kept Mond- 
son from scoring in that period. The 
fourth quarter opened. 

And it became more and more ob- 
vious that Kenton was going no- 
whére. Their drive lacked snap and 
fire. As if they knew themselves, as 
they did. On the bench, Hig sat 
gnawing on a set of knuckles. Sure 
they were trying, but a team that 
doesn’t believe it can do it isn’t ge- 
ing to do it. He watched their 
chances glimmer away. And his own, 
his own chances of rehabilitating 
himself, of beating that old fear, 
dwindle away too. 

A man called imperatively, leaning 
over the front edge of the concrete 
stands. An assistant manager went 
ever. Then the latter was in frent of 
Hig, shoving a piece of paper at him. 
Hig opened it, eyes shifting out to 
the play repeatedly. Then he almost 
jumped out of his cleats. The note 
read: 

Somebody has to set off a fire- 

cracker under that team. If you 

think you can do it—it’s up to 
you, Higby. 
: Lewis 

Hig could sense it between the 
lines, Somehow his uncle had guessed 

ow his heart was cracking. Then 
dig was down waving it under Whis- 
per Gilson’s nose, stripping out of 
is parka. Gilson tried te protest. It 
was dangerous. 

“I got hit smack on the spot last 
week, Whisper, and nothing hap- 
paned, Let me get in and go to work 


on those chumps,” Hig cried. “My 
God, I played for you. Now you owe 
me this chance!” 2 : : 





“All right.” And Pat 


Sie 





usco gave 


eS 


= 


Hig a slap on the back and a “Good 
luck, kid,” as he raced on and Wright 
turned to come out. 

“Now, you bunchof clunkheads, I 
will show you how to take that hunk 
of leather somewhere,” Hig opened 
up on them in the huddle. They were. . 
on their own thirty-eight after Mond- 
son had booted. He swept his big 
eyes over the ring of faces. Saw 
there was a different reaction to his 
needling now. 

They had learned the terrific risk 
he was taking in playing. And earlier 
they had seen he was far more thana 
china-doll quarterback when he’d car- 
ried for their enly score. He was no 
longer the man they loved to hate. 
They would try. But they weren’t 
angered, riled up. 

Sneaking en an in-and-out behind 
hard blocks, not committing himself 
till he saw his epening, Hig slipped 
ahead for seven. “See?” he said. “It 
can be done. You guys’ve been bluff- 
ing yourself. You don’t know how 
good you are,” he insisted, shifting 


‘his psychological tactics. 


A THE FIRE began to blaze 
a little brighter in them. They 
broke faster though leaden-legged 
from the battering at the hands of 
these big wingmen. He launched 
them on a march, lifted them when 
an offside and a backfield fumble cost 
them yardage, Every once and again 
he lashed with the vitriolic tongue 
of old, praised more often, But 
Mondson held inside their own 
twenty, and on the second play after 
they took possession, Menle swept 
wide and broke free. A big man, he 
busted up the sideline with Hig 
alone between him and touchdown 
heaven, the Kenton end zone. 

Hig closed, tasfing the old fear just 
as if it were a bitter pill actually on 
his tongue. Imagination sounded. 
wild alarms in his brain. He hesitat- 
ed, legs sléwing as he swung over to- 
ward the line. Nausea threatened to 
gag him. And then he took the bit 
in his teeth, crowded, waited for the 


feint, and ngiki the big Mondson 
3 


back by óne lèg just as it seemed he 
woul are away. That did something __ 
to the Kenton machine, knowing, as 
















SS 2 ae one run. Hig ran up to spike a 
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they did, what it had cost him. 

'Yhe forward wall braced. Tackling 
was savage, and Mondson was forced 
to boot it. But Penrusk half blocked 
the kick. Monk Stern chased it slant- 
ing across the field, backing, scooped 
it en the hop on his thirty and bat- 
ered right back to midfield. The 
fourth quarter had already opened. 

“We're beating that clock, gang,” 
he told them. 

And they rolled, crashed, roared 
as he handled them neatly from that 
T. But down en the enemy fifteen 
they were stopped. And Jumbo Jas- 
linsky came into the game for the 
first time that day. Hig could feel 
his influence wane suddenly. They 
were remembering what~-he’d done to 
Jaslinsky last week. What they 
thought he’d done anyway. Hig sent 
him in on a delayed buck. Jumbo 
bombed through for eight and a first 
but failed to rise. 

The trainer came eut. After a cou- 
ple of minutes, Jumbo was up, sway- 
ing and pawing his head. “Got 
smacked tħe same spot where I got 
it last week,” he said. “But I’m all 
right now,- Joe. It’s the fourth quar- 
ter.” 

“What’s the score?” 
trainer. . 

“21-7, we're trailing. I’m all right. 
Got it at the start of the second half 
last week. Couldn’t remember any- 
thing after that, but I know what I’m 
doing now, Joe. Let me stay in!” 

“Start of the second half—’,” Lit- 
tle Joe Scanlon repeated. Players ex- 
changed puzzled looks. Hig watched 
them. Saw them realize, then, that 
he had not been responsible for Jas- 
linsky’s brain concussion. They had 
wronged him again; he hadn’t even 
been in the game when Jumbo got it. 


— stayed in. “Let’s take it 
ever with no more damn non- 
sense,” Hig said in the huddle. And 
they went over on two plays, Red 
taking it to the three on a cutback 
and Jumbo himself then ramming it 
over. Score: Mondsen 21, Kenton 14, 

Mondson tried te get wound up 
after taking the kickoff. Menlo did 
_ -razzle-dazzle away for fifteen yards 


tested the 
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finger at big battered Tuck Cruhos 
the tackle. 

“This bunch depends on you, 
Tuck! You’re the monkey that can 
bust their attack, mister,” he told 
him, not harshly this time. 

And Cruhos dug in, slinging away 
his helmet. He smeared two plays. A 
kick and Hig launched another 
touchdown drive. But Lady Luck 
threw the breaks against them again 
after two consecutive first downs. A 
long Enghott pass clicked but was 
called back because of an extra man 
in motion in the backfield. A spin- 
ner and then Hig jump-passed on the 
dead run. A blue-shirted player ma- 
terialized from nowhere to intercept. 


“Go get that ball!” Hig ordered. 
“Take it away!” 

But they were almost shot and the 
big clock hands were knifing down 
the remaining minutes. And Mond- 
son, deep at every position, shoved 
in a batch of big fresh linemen, They 
picked up fourteen, then were held, 
and prepared to kick. 

“Block it, you meatheads !” Hig 
barked. 

“What do you want—miracles?” 
snapped Enghett. 

Hig gave him a grin. “Nope. Just 
want to see a team play up to its 
ability! Don’t you guys know how 
good you are?” 

They looked at him, wonderingly, 
then they went to. work. Monk Stern 
breught the short hurried kick back 
to the forty. A cutback and a sweep 
failed to gain much. With Enghott 
swinging wide as a decoy, Hig him- 
self skidded off right tackle, seemed 
snowed under. Then he came out of 
the heap to go on for six more. 
Those Mondsen players really 
smacked him down when they final- 
ly cornered him after his dancing 
skittering run. Hig was groggy as 
he moved back to the huddle. But 
he snapped and snarled at them as 
savagely as ever. Then it was Eng- 
hott, faking again as he dropped 
back as if to pitch one. A lateral to 
Hig and the slim quarterback sifted 
through the center te pick up a first 
down. On the next play, he snaked | 


out to the left on a naked reverse, — 


a then: toe-danced a eeled ae ca- A oe 





FROM SIDELINE TO GOAL-LINE 29 


romed his way to the Mondson fif- 
teen with the stands a-roar. 

They were staring at him when he 
came back to call the next pr: 
Tuck Cruhos muttered, “Hell, it 
couldn’t have been just luck three 
times in a row, I guess!” And Hig 
Barron knew then that he had con- 
vinced them he was more than just 
the Mouth out there, that he was a 
grid man in his own right. 

But he still flailed them orally. 
“You tramps, the blocking stank on 
that one! Don’t you flatheads ever 
wake up?” But they only grinned a 
little; this guy could call them any- 
thing now. 

A sweep failed. Enghott faked a 
heave, shovelled to Hig who sliced 
inside tackle. He picked up four but 
was simply blotted out by the blue- 
jerseyed men who swarmed on him. 
Mondson had realized Hig was the 
key man of the Red and Gold ma- 
chine and were putting it to him. He 
half rose, then flopped back and: lay 
stretched out. 


IS OWN teammates rushed to 
him, turned him over gently. A 
great gasp rose from the stadium. 
First aid kit rattling, the trainer 
rushed onto the field. Hig. lay with 
his eyes closed. He got the smelling 
salts, the sponge at the back of the 
neck, 

“Where'd you get it?” Joe the 
trainer asked. 

Hig opened his eyes weakly. He 
let himself be helped up. They 
walked him around. Cruhos husked, 
' “You better go out, Hig! You’ve done 

your share. Go ahead!” 

The trainer steered Hig toward the 
sidelines. After a few steps, Hig 
whispered, “Get the hell outa here, 
Joe. This is just an act to get those 
guys wild.” And he pulled loose and 
ran unsteadily back for the huddle. 

He named the play, beat his hands 
~ to send them wheeling. 

But Cruhos paused a moment. 
“You saw what they did te the kid,” 
he snorted. “You saw. Now we give 
them the same! Ya hear?” 

They did—and obeyed. Tuck Cru- 
hos practically uprooted the right 
~ side of the Blue line. Blockers 


scythed men down as if they aimed 
to bury them. Jumbo bombarded the 
tackle twice and went over. When 
Cruhos clicked on the placement try, 
the game was dead-locked, 21-21. 
Sounds welled in waves of wild ex- 
ultation from the stands. It was won- 
derful. This Kenton team had come 
battling out of the ruck to tie it up. 

But the men, walking back to kick- 
off, while they felt good, didn’t ex- 
pect victory. Mondson would re- 
ceive and have possession of the ball. 
And the minutes were running thin- 
ner and thinner. 

“Maybe they’ll fumble,” Little Joe 
said, : 

“We're going to get ’’em anyway,” 
Hig snapped back. He had to make 
it good, too. This would be his last 
game. 

Mendson brought the kickoff back 
to their own thirty-six. Menlo re- 
turned to action from the bench. 
And Mondson was a nervy team; they 
didn’t intend to settle for a tie either. 
With the threat of his breakaway 
prowess, Menlo swept wide then con- 
nected on two short passes on the 
run to put the leather in Kenton ter- 
ritory. Kenton had to take time out . 
for Penrusk. Hig came in and begged 
them to hold, switching his. psy- 
chology again. 


F WAS BIG Jumbo, backing up 
the line, who bulled in against a 
reverse and bounced Menlo so hard 
he thudded. And the Mondson star 
quitted the game for keeps, limping 
off the field on an injured knee. A 
few minutes later, they kicked into 
the end zone and Kenton took pos- 
session on their own twenty. That 
other goal-line looked miles away. 

“Think we can do it?” Scanlon 
asked in the huddle. 

“Think?” Hig said. “Were going 
to. They haven’t got a chance against 
you guys, If you'll just wake up and 
discover how hot you are!” 

They exchanged looks. Monk Stern 
spat cotton. “It he says we’re bums, 
we are bums. If he says we can do 
it, we can! Come on!” 

With a cold daring, Hig caught 
Mondson flat-footed as he spun, 
faked twice, then jumped and flipped 
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a short one over the line to Red Eng- 
hott.. Towing two tacklers; Red took 
the leather to the thirty-one for a 
first down. But the Blue line halted 
Jumbo. On the next try, an offside 
cost them five yards. It was the kind 
of thing that usually took the heart 
out of them. 

But Hig pleaded and praised in 
the huddle. “They’ve had all the luck. 
You gotta beat them and the breaks! 
You’ve been great, great. Don’t let it 
go to waste now, gang!” And he sent 
big Jumbo again on a cutback over 
the strong side. Jumbo uprooted men 
to pick up four. And then. Hig him- 
self raced up outside him, yipped for 


the lateral. Got it, spun wildly, drift-. 


ed away from a defense back like a 
floating feather. Arms clutched vain- 
ly at the will-o’-the-wisp as he zig- 
_ zagged and cut and skidded like a 
man on skates.. Men were left 
sprawled in his wake as he dazzled 
them with that breath-stopping un- 
predictable change of pace. He 
crossed midfield before he was nailed 
from behind. 

And then, begging and pleading, 
exhorting and praising, Hig Barron 
ran his machine inside the thirty. 
But the going was more and more 
rugged as Mondson poured in fresh 
strength. The Blue line sifted in to 
smear two attempts. Now the clock 
was down to less than two, minutes. 

“One big last try!” Hig almost 
prayed with them. “Cruhos. Red. 
Jumbé. One big last one! Show ’em 
how hot you really are.” He swayed 
on his feet, voice cracked with emo- 
tion. 
Then he was slicing out wide to 
the right as if on a sweep. Falling 
back deeper and deeper. He feinted a 
heave te Monk just back of ‘the Blue 
line, twisted and cut back the other 
way. Eeled away from a charging 
man as the crowd gasped. He darted, 
stopped, cocked his arm again, Then 
he reversed the field again and 
sprinted back toward the sideline. It 
was incredible the way he kept from 
being tackled. He went up into the 
air as if climbing on stilts and 
pitched. Down on the eighteen, close 
to the sideline, Red Enghott sae 
the wash off the line and dog- ought 


his way down to the ten. That was it. 


A tackle drive was knocked for a 
two-yard loss: Hig walked into the 
huddle and gave them a cold look. 


““Going to let them take it away from 


you now?” he asked drily. 
4 
HEY WEREN’T. With him sob- 
bing at them, Jumbo pile-drove 
his way to the five on two tries. And 
then Red Enghett, with Blue de- 
fenders being blocked as if they 
were hit by land mines, sneaked 
away on an in-and-out and galloped 
over standing up, Cruhos missed the 
placement try. But the Red and Gold 
led, 27-21. 

There were only seconds to go. 
After the kickoff, Mondsen gambled 
with.desperate long passes. Two were 
knocked down and the game ended. 
Hig pulled off his helmet and wob- 
bled toward the bench. He just want- 
ed to stretch out and lie without 
moving a muscle for a long long time. 

Whisper Gilson ran onto the field 
to hug him wildly. “You were ter- 
rific, bøy, terrific! That was the 
kind of leadership a coach dreams 
about, bey!” he husked in that whis- 
pering voice. And his eyes were sus- 
piciously misty. 

Then the team caught up with the 
time slave-driver they had hated. 
Cruhos shook his shoulder in his big 
hands. 

“You little fanged-tongued devil, 
you made us do it at last!” he cried. 
“You made us do it!” 

Red Enghett pushed in and 
gripped Hig’s hand. “You're the boss 
man, Hig! You proved it. I only wish 
we were going to have you for the 
rest of the season. I’ll never be able 
to run a game like that. Never!” 

That made Hig really feel good. 
“By the way, Red, he said weakly. 
“Don’t worry about Kathy, Pm prac- 
tically engaged to a girl back home.” 
He stumbled from fatigue. 

It was Little Jee Scanlon and 
Monk who hoisted him off the 
ground. Then it was a triumphal pro- 
cession along the sideline. Hig spot- 
ted his Uncle Lewis in the stands, 
hands clasped above his head prize- 
fighter fashion. It was a great chok- 

(Continued On Page 96) 














By James Blish 


When a pitcher's caught between his inner urge to play with his 
heart and pressure to take it easy, play it smart and keep in there to 
make more dough his game's going to go sour in a big way. And Rip 
Gamle knew that hè wouldn't be iù baseball much longer no matter 
how he played it! : 


F RIP GAMBLE had ever played 
i good baseball there wan’t much 

sign of it so far. He toed the 
mound and considered the matter 
glumly. Sihce he’d come back to the 
Hornets he’d done nothing . Patsy 
Kelly couldn’t have dene better ex- 
cept take showers with the rest of the 
team. 

Already, on the top half of the 
fifth against the rapidly climbing 
Trojans, he’d allowed three hits and 
a walk, two of which the contenders 
had made into scores. And his contri- 
bution toward evening the tally had 
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been to fan both times the batting 
order had gotten around to him. 
That last business was the worst 
part of it; he’d been rated in the old 
days as something more than a 
a smooth pitcher—as a batman with 
a good eye for another man’s ball. 
And the Trojans’ Paul Horton was 
making a monkey of him on, both 
ends of the line. 

Buu Martinson, the Hernet short- 
stor drew in a little. Rip watched 
him out of the corner of his eye. So 
I can’t field, either, eh? 

But all the infielder said was, 





“Batter up, Rip. Throw him out, boy, 
throw him out.” 

The catcher wiggled his fingers in 
the palm of his glove. Low and fast. 
Rip wound up deliberately, latching 
three long fingers tight around the 
horsehide. When he uncorked it, it 
was fast, but he knew by the way it 
left his hand that it wasn’t going 
where it should, 

It skimmed acress the plate so far 
inside that the Trojan batter had to 
jump. Mickey scooped it out of the 
dust and pegged it to second, where 
the enemy’s Niels Bjeernefeld had 
taken a long lead. Rip swore under 
his breath—it was a damn fool throw, 
bound to take at least two years to go 
that distance. He leapt for it as it 
whirled over his head— 2 

But it was at the high point of its 
arc and just tipped his mitt. From 
there it bounced a little higher, while 
Rip went down again, his fingers 
stinging, and then fell suddenly to 
the turf. By the time Bud was on it, 
Bjoernefeld was cleating the bag at 
third. 

The Hornet baseman pegged the 
ball to Rip with an obvious gesture 
of disgust. Rip flushed slowly. 
Mickey’s try would have arrived at 
second about the time, Bjoerenfeld 
would be crossing home plate—the 
only chance was to intercept it and 
try to put him out at third. But it 
looked bad from the field, and worse 
from the stands; he could hear the 
fans all too dclearly. He hoped Jane 
wasn’t ameng them. 

Mickey was signalling again, this 
time for a slow curve, low again. 
Mickey was a terrific batter and 
could pluck a ball out of the air 
from impessible angles, but some- 
times he didn’t show much judgment. 
Rip knew this Trejan from the old 
days, had played with him on the 
Cougars; the man had never been 
known to be fooled by a curve. 

Abruptly he made up his mind. He 
wouldn’t suffer for Mickey’s errors 
this time. He socked the ball into the 
glove, wound up, and threw, hard— 

The steaming pellet stopped 
suddenly three inches frem the fat 
end of a hard-driven bat and began to 


go the other way. And go. And go. It 


> 
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seemed to be headed for the red 
“EXIT” sign at the back of the Mez- 
zanine. Bjoernefeld crossed home at 
a dogtrot with half the stands scream- 
ing murder, the other half scream- 
ing bloody murder. Pat Kelleher 
arrived at the chewing-gum sign a 
second ahead of the ball, but the 
Trojan slugger was safe on third by 
the time he’d picked it up. 

Rip slammed the ball hard against 
his palm, but, way inside he felt tense 


. and celd. Paul Horton was next on 


the line-up, and he was grinning 
cockily and waggling his bat like a 
man who expected to take a sight- 
seeing tour any minute. With a 
sudden surge of anger Rip pitched, 
straight for Mickey’s glove. 

Horton wasn’t having any, and it 
was ticketed low fer a ball. Rip forced 
himself to calm down. Play it slow, 
boy. Keep it cool. He put the next 
one in carefully; it went straight as 
a die and the Trojan laid into it; at 
the start of his swing, however, the 
ball did a little joggle and dropped. 
By the time it got to Mickey it was 
rolling. 

“Strrrike one,” the ump bawled. 
The crowd bawled, too, and Horton 
was looking at Rip with anger and 
disbelief. He pounded the plate and 
set his lips, but Rip wasn’t fooled; he 
knew the man was reproaching him- 
self for swatting, and had made up his 
mind that all of Rip’s pitches were 
bad. He’d let this one go by. 

Rip gave him a nice, slow one, 
strictly from sandlot softball. Any- 
bedy could have hit it—but Horton 
wouldn’t believe it. He watched it 
suspiciously until it went past him, 
still drifing invitingly. The ump 
called it anether strike. 

Rip flexed his arm. Maybe the old 
soupbone wasn’t so bad, after all. 
Just play it cool— 

The next ene, however, was high 
and outside fer ball two; Horton was 
evidently convinced that the good one 
had been a fluke and he was going 
to ride it out. Rip began to feel ner- 
vous again and came out of his wind- 
up off-balance. Another ball. The 
stands were quiet now. With three 
and two on the batter, a man already, 
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leading off third, and the score three- 
zero in the Trojan’s favor, another 
run this early in the fifth would 
pretty well cinch matters. 


Horton knew it as well as anyone 
else, and the temptation to ride the 
setup to glory overpowered his better 
judgment—he wanted the chance to 
, run instead of walk it, and maybe 
make a chump of Rip in the process. 
Rip fed him a fast spinner and he 
slashed at it. The ball shot up and 
back for a foul. Mickey tore after it, 
but it lit in the second row of the 
stands. 


Rip could feel the tension now. 
Mickey was back, signalling for 
another spinner, but Rip didn’t know 
whether or not he could do it again. 
His control wasn’t what it used to be. 
In dead silence he wound up, pointed 
his left heel at the press-box, and 
let fly. 

“Baaaaaal Four!” 

The galleries roared like a thou- 
sand frustrated tigers as Horton 
cocked his cap jauntily forward over 
his eyes and strolled to first. The 
game was in the bag. Before the 
Hornet dugout Sam Schaefer, depend- 


up. 
E DIDN’T want to see Jane, 
but he’d already made the date 
before the game. A guy couldn’t 


stand up his fiancee just because he 
was batting near .013 and had just 
pitched the next thing to an all-hit 
game. Even if there was some doubt 
about the fiancee part of it. 

She was sitting at their usual table 
in the Marlboro, sipping a sidecar and 
looking the half-million dollars she 
had behind her, She was as beautiful 
as ever, but somehow Rip didn’t feel 
the old heady excitement. The game 
evidently had taken even more of the 
heart out of him than he’d suspected. 

“Hello,” she said. 
for once.” 

“We were up the first half of the 
ninth,” he said, sitting down. “After 
I popped out, I didn’t hang around 
waiting to be told I wouldn’t be 
needed i in the ee 


able southpaw pitcher, was warming 


“You're early, 


She smiled, but the smile was very 


cool. “That was thoughtful of you, 
Rip,” she said, “You don’t seem to 
be doing very well, though, do you?” 

“No. ” 

The waiter came and she let it drop 
there while he ordered, but he knew 
he hadn’t heard the last of it. When 
it came to baseball Jane and her old 
man had the same attitude: “It’s damn 
silly,” Mr. Crane had exploded. 
“What’s the sense of quitting a good 
job to chase a little ball around and 
around? If it were swimming I could 
understand it; that’s a real sport. But 
you should have outgrown your base- 
ball days, Rip. I don’t think you 
realize what a good opportunity you 
had in that job.” 

“I realized it,” Rip had said. “But 
I’m no good at business, Mr. Crane, 
and I can’t see trying to cram myself 
into a pigeon hole. I played good 
ball before the war. I’ll leave the 
swimming to Jane.” 

It hadn’t turned out to be that easy, 
though. Old man Crane had his heart 
set on seeing Jane a great swimmer, 
as he had; and Rip knew uneasily 
that he couldn’t offer much competi- 
tiorr for Marvin Ellison, her current 
coach. Oh, Rip was all right, with 
good shoulders and a good crop of 
freckles and sandy hair. But next to 
Ellison’s perfect swimmer’s build and 
his smooth, dark good looks, he was 
a bit gawky. 

“How’s the swimming?” he asked, 
hoping to change the subject. 

Where other people flushed, Jane 
just turned a little whiter under her 
the lovely mouth she had brushed 
on so carefully thinning over her 
plate. “Marvin thinks I have a good 
chance to top one fifteen en my back- 
make-up. “Going very well,” she said, 
stroke. If I can beat that I’ll make 
a good showing in the Women’s- 
Open.” She gave him a level gray 
glance. “You don’t fool me, Rip. You 
don’t give a damn about swimming, 
and maybe you don’t care much about 
me, either. You certainly seem to be 
backing away at top speed.” 


jt 
PONIN s 








34 SPORTS FICTION ee 


“Now, wait a minute—” 

“Oh, maybe you don’t realize it 
yourself,” she said, shrugging. “But 
it won’t take much more to make me 
think it’s so. First of all you throw 
over a job Dad worked hard to get 
for you. Then you go back to base- 
ball, 2 game where you're not exactly 


a ball of fire. Evidently money 
doesn’t interest you.” 
“Sure it interests me,” he grum- 


bled. “But I don’t much want to live 
off yours. And I wasn’t even eating 
very well on the commissions I made 
on that job.” 


HE PUT down her coffee spoon 
and began to tap a cigarette 
against her thumbnail. “So yeu went 
back to baseball, to be a ninth-rate 
sideswipe or buckboard or whatever 
it’s called. It didn’t seem to occur to 
you that unless you turned out to be 
plenty good at baseball, Dad probably 
wouldn’t agree to our marriage, and 
that would mean he wouldn't 
give me the money he has in trust for 
me. I’d have to live on what you 
made.” 

“Whats wrong with that? Mill- 
ions of women live on their husband’s 
earnings.” 

She shook her head impatiently, 
“Let’s try to be grown-up about this, 
Rip. After all, it isn’t everyone—” 

Her voice stopped suddenly, and 
she stared over his shoulder. After a 
moment, she said in an amazingly 
frigid voice, “Why, there’s Marvin. 
What a coincidence!” 

Rip glanced over his shoulder. The 
suave tank-man was threading his 
way down the line of tables. With 

_ him was a familiar figure: Mary El- 
len Timmins, whom Rip had squired 
to many a high-school dance back in 
Steubenville. Shed changed quite a 
bit. 

“That’s Ken Timmins’ daughter,” he 
-volunteered. -“He’ s the Hornet’s man- 
ager—a fine guy.” 

; “Oh?” Jane said, without inflection. 
~ “I see. That dress doesn’t suit her 
face very well, does it?” 





“Leoks all right to me,” Rip re- 
turned, shrugging. “Look Jane. I 
don’t know exactly what’s the trouble 
on the field. I'd been away a long 
time, and I’m not a short-step as you 
seem to think; I’m a pitcher. If your 
arm gets stale, it takes time to limber 
it up. Ken thinks PI} be able to get 
back into shape. Most of the guys 
on the team think I’m a has-been. I 
can’t tell you which of them is right. 
All I know is, I’ve got to give it a 
try.” 

“All right. If it means that much 
to you, go ahead and give it a try.” 
She stuffed her cigarettes inte her 
pocketbook. “Remember, while you’re 
at it, that J think there are more im- 
portant things in the wefld than 
playing games. I’m sick ef trying to 
follow your twists and turns. If you 
ever grow up enough to realize that 


‘money is important—let me know.” 


“Double-talk,” Rip said, more an- 
grily than he had intended. “What 
you mean, if you mean anything, is 
that I’d better turn out to be a pro- 
fessional baseball man, Or Else. This 
is just the way I feel about it. I don’t 
have to have money-bags dangled un- 
der my nose to cenvince me. Why 
should we quarrel abaut it?” 

“I have no intention of quarrelling 
about it. I don’t think it’s worth it.” 

‘Her expression changed suddenly. 
It was evident that she knew she had 
stepped too far over the line. “Look 
at it my way,” she said swiftly. “I’m 
used to a pretty goed life, Rip. I 
guess I could struggle along with you 


_if yeu wanted to make a success at 


throwing balls, but you don’t seem to 
be very good at threwing balls, or hit- 
ting them either. I den’t want to give 
up the kind of. life I’m used to for 
nothing.” 

“Nothing?” said Rip. “All right. I'll 
see that you won’t have to.” 

“Then you don’t want te go through 
with it!” 

“You seem pleased at the idea. Does . 
Marvin have money?” 
` She stood up, her face rigid, her 
eyes blazing. “That’s quite enough,” 
she said quietly. “If you’re going to 
be childish and jealous about it I 
cam play the same way. I think it’s 
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rather odd that you quit a job that 
insured our marriage, to join a team 
coached by a man from your home 
town who has a nice, cornrneal-pretty 
daughter.” 

Rip started to speak, but she didn’t 
give him a chance. She put one hand 
over the other, and a split-second 
later his ring was tinkling across the 
table. 

“If you want to give that back,” she 
said, “you can let me know by quit- 
ting the Hornets.” Her long, shapely 
legs swung her down the aisle toward 
the door. Rip watched her go, and so 
did nearly every other male in the 
Marlboro. Marvin Ellison was too 
busy talking to Mary Ellen Timmins 
to notice. 

Mary Ellen was too busy watching 
Rip Gamble. 


T HORNETS had been a game 

and a half away from the top of 
their league when Rip had lost them 

the Trojan contest, but a 7-2, 5-4 dou- 
ble-header—without Rip—had put 
them back in the running again for 
the play-off. There was a sizable 
amount of gloom circulating about 
the club when Rip came back to see 

Ken Timmins. The Trojans were a 
heavy team, specializing in hard slug- 
ging and hard running—and they had 
Paul Horton, who could pitch the 
pill in spirals. Also, they’d already 

` made bumble-bees of the Hornets 
once before this season. The pennant 
seemed to be fluttering over Troy 
already. 

-© Mary Ellen was in the office when 
Rip came in. She reached for his hand 
impulsively. 

“Hello, Mutts.” 

“Hello, Stinky. Why didn’t you 
come to see me? I heard you’d graced 
the Hornets with your presence, but 
I didn’t even see you until that night 
at the Marlboro.” 


“Small wonder,’ Rip said. “I 
haven’t been cutting much of a swathe 
lately.” ; 


“Urrhum,” Ken Timmins said from 
his desk. “What’s on your mind 
Rip?” 
“The play-off,” Rip said. “I’ve got 
to be in it, Ken.” — 
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Timmins doodled abstractedly on 
the pad before him. “We need that 
pennant, Rip. Are you sure you’re up 
to it?” i 

“I don’t know. If I’m not, I’ve got 
to go back to selling underwear. I 
think maybe I’d rather play baseball.” 

“Why not, Dad?” Mary Ellen said. 

Ken’s silver head cocked quizzi- 
cally. “I could think of nine good 
reasons if I needed them,” he said. 
“But I don’t. I think it’s up to Rip. 
Selling underwear doesn’t sound very 
exciting—but old man Crane is the 
underwear king, and Jane Crane is 
worth a little sacrifice.” He looked up 
suddenly, his electric-blue eyes send- 
ing a lighting bolt at Rip. “Isn’t that 
so?” 

“I thought it was so,” Rip said 
steadily. “If I can play baseball I can 
still have Jeane and skip the under- 
wear. I could even skip Jane.” 

“Attaboy, Stinky,” Mary Ellen 
cheered softly. He smiled at her. 

“What I want to do,” he said, “is, 
play. I know I stank on the last Tro- 
jan game. Maybe I’m too old and stale 
to pitch any more. Maybe I’m not. Pd 
like the chance.” 

“All right,” Ken Timmins. said. 
“You can start, Rip. I like you, and I 
remember some games you took over 
back in Steubenville. But I want that 
pennant. If you throw wild to the 
Trojans in the first innings, I’ll be 
sorry, but I’ll put Sam Schaefer in 
all the same—for good. i 

And there’s more than just that to 
it, Rip. You’re pushing the time when 
the best would be leaving baseball. 
Td like to see you stick around with 
us a a coach—but I can’t swing that 
unless you retire as a winner.” 

Rip nodded slowly. “That’s all right 
with me, Ken. If I mess up this time 
I wen’t have to be told to go. I don’t 
want to have bats for brains all my 
life.” 

Mary Ellen said, “I don’t see why 
not.” 


N THE practice field Ken Tim- 
mins sometimes looked as if he 
regretted his decision. Rip was tied 
into six different kinds of knots. If 
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Ken knew the reason, he kept his 
own counsel; nobody else on the Hor- 
nets gave a damn for the reason, one 
way or the other. All the men cared 
about was the results, and they re- 
sented them. As far as they could see, 
with Rip it was strictly Situation 
Normal—All Fouled Up. It didn’t 

exactly improve the team’s morale. 


Rip knew it, but there was nothing 
he could do about it. The fact that 
most of the trouble was in his own 
mind didn’t make it any less real, 
but it made it harder to handle. He 
pitched grimly, taking it easy on his 
arm and working on placement, and 
did as he was told, but he knew he 
wasn’t showing up very well. The 
irony on the situation struck him 
forcefully, and he knew that most of 
the men would have hooted with dis- 
belief or contempt had they known 
what was interfering with his ball 
game. 


It was philosophy, for all that Rip 
had never read a line of the great 


philosophers. It was a question of 


values, and it loused up his game. The 
names of Jeremy Bentham and Epicu- 
rus would have been just names to 
Rip, but he hung suspended between 
the two men; they were between him 
and the ball. 


There was money to be considered. 
Maybe it was everything despite the 
proverbs; it was a cinch Rip could 
use a sizable wad of it. Some days 
he was convinced that that was the 
answer, and on those days he worked 
coldly and efficiently, doing his best, 
but considering his strength for the 
play-off. Rigidly driving out any non- 
sense about team spirit and the in- 
trinsic value of the pennant, he tried 
to be a cog in the machine—a good 
cog, that does its job without know- 
ing or caring what the machine itself 
does. 

But Rip was a baseball player; 
baseball was in him, part of him. 
Underneath was the feeling that he 
wouldn’t be happy out of it, no mat- 
ter how well off he might be finan- 
cially. Sooner or later the game would 
drive out his caution and calcula- 

tion; he’d catch himself throwing 


: himself up in thẹ air at the ball, 


= a 


swinging with every ounce of steam 
he could muster, running like a man 
possessed—like a man enjoying him- 
self. And then he’d think what a dope 
he was, shortening his already short 
day in the game instead of playing 
it smart, conserving what was left 
of his arm. As an un-brilliant but de- 
pendable pitcher he might last for a 
few seasons and make a healthy wad 
of dough—enough to satisfy Jane 
and her father. One all-out game and 
his arm could be ruined for keeps. 


The others didn’t know what Rip’s 
two poles might be, but they could see 
him plunging, pendulum-wise and it 
made them wary. They saw him as er- 
ratic, undependable, impossible to 
figure out. Some days he did nothing 
that wasn’t required of him; others, 
he tried to do the impossible every 
five minutes, Hither he was a clock- 
watcher who didn’t give a damn for 
the team—or else he was trying to be 
the whole team. Either way, it wasn’t 
good ball, 


Money or the game. That was the 
choice, Rip knew, If he chose money, 
Jane went with it. If he didn’t—but he 
had enough trouble without specula- 
ting about that. Besides, money 
counted, didn’t it? What sense was 
there in playing for the game? No 
matter what the outcome, the game 
forgot you while you were still a 
young man by any reasonable stand- 
ards. You gave it your youth and it 
gave you a kick in the teeth when 
your youth was gone. Even the break 
Timmins offered him wouldn't 
amount to much in the light of the 
dough he could make by playing it 
smart. Better make it give you a start 
on something else while you had the 
chance. 

Only Rip wasn’t clear on this some- 
thing else business, outside of Jane 
herself. 

But money was winning, for the 
voice. in Rip’s heart, the voice that 
whispered, “Your last game, chum”, 
had to be denied. He’d hold back, 
play it safe, push his time. And the 
last few days of practice, Rip settled 
far enough into the cold game to 
begin to be dependable again. De- 
pendable, but never great. — — 
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If Ken Timmins saw any of this 
in Rip’s playing and in his face, he 
mentioned it to no-one. That was 
Ken’s way. He had made a promise, 
and he’d deliver without complaint. 


A few of the Hornets were less 
polite. 


HE DAY OF the clash with the 

Trojans it was raining gently but 
determinedly, and the game was 
called. For the succeeding two days 
after that it slackened to a drizzle, 
then toa maddening mist. Then came 
Saturday again. It was hot and clear, 
but the postponement had done dam- 
age to the Hornet’s temper. It was 


- tense in the locker room. The mem 


grumbled to each other, and two 
sporadic outbursts almost led to 
fights. 


Neither of these near misses in- 
volved Rip, however, for the simple 
reason that nobody was speaking to 
him. 

That was all right with Rip. He had 
stopped worrying, but it had dried up 
something in him and left him noth- 
ing extra for sociability. He 
climbed out of the dugout ahead of 
the rest and ran in place a few ex- 
perimental steps. The gròund was 
still squshy from its recent soaking, 


but perhaps the sun would take care 


of that before the game was too far 
along. 

The stands were jammed right up 
to the rafters. Several fans ensconced 
in seats above the dugout recognized 
him at the same time, and those 
around them picked up their jeering. 


“There’s Gamble, the Walk-‘Em 
King!” 

‘Hey, Rip, didja bring ya pea- 
shooter?” 

“What side ya playin’ on, Rip? Ya 
wearin’ th’ wrong shoit!” 

Rip stopped dancing up and down 
and went back into the dugout. Most 
of the others were out now. They 
made a point of not noticing him— 
all but Bud Martinson and Ken Tim- 
mins. Both men, young and old, were 
looking at him with the same expres- 


sion—anxiety and—was it pity? Rip. 
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shrugged angrily and planted him- 
self on the bench. 

The mob groaned and laughed 
when the p. a. system reading off 
the starting line-ups got to Rip’s 
name. Ken Timmins got the top claw 
on the bat and the Trojans trooped 
confidently out onto the field. On 
the mound, Horton went through his 
usual ritual of dropping the ball when 
it was tossed to him, stepping on his 
own fingers and.kicking the pill 
away, when he bent to pick it up, and 
chasing it in a short circle back to 
the mound. It was old stuff, but the 
fans ate it up. It was a sort of in- 
vetted brag—Horton was sure enough 
to play the boob, knowing he’d have 
the game in his hand from the first 
real pitch. : 

Pat Kelleher picked up the first 
bat that came to hand and stashed 
himself solidly beside the plate. He 
was big, though he could run like a 
demon when he wanted to; any ball 
he landed on didn’t wait for apolo- 
gies, and he didn’t wait to apologize 
to it. Pat was a slugger on the right 
balls. 

Horton had no intention of giving 
him any right balls. The first one 
came in fast and deceptively high; 
it was perfect except for being slight- 
ly inside, and it travelled too fast to 
spot that. Pat cut into it with all his 
might. The bat pushed some air out 
of its way and it plopped a little po- 
lite thank-you in the catcher’s mitt. 

Pat put the bat back on his shoul- 
der and set his lips. He was still in 
approximately this position when the 
next one went by for another strike, 
went by so fast even the catcher 
missed it. On the next one Pat popped 
the ball straight up in the air, and 
when it came down the Trojans had 
had won their first out. 

When Ed Penn started out it 
looked like the second one was on 
the way, and Horton on his way to a 
no-hitter. He gave Ed one ball and 
two strikes, and then Ed saw one he 
liked and crossed the sack to get it. 
It dribbled down the line toward 
first, and Ed passed it halfway for 
a single. 

“Go run that one around, Rip,” Bud 
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Martinson said. “Start another flyin’ 
saucer scare.” 

If he was trying to get the Hornets 
to talk it up, he failed. Rip selected 
a bat from the row of post-holes and 
walked out. The stands began to 
groan again in mock agony. Out on 
the field, Horton dusted the ball, 
straightened, and grinned at him 
mockingly. 

Rip ignored the grin and balanced 
his hickory, Horton was a pitcher, 
and he ought to know his pitchers. 
The first one would probably be raz- 
zle-dazzle. 

It was. Rip felt the breeze fan past 
his nose as the horseside came by, 
high and inside and apparently jet- 
propelled. 

“Ball One!” 


Rip grinned, The ump hollered that 
like he expected more. He was prob- 
ably wrong. 


ORTON WOUND up and eased 

the next one over. On first, Ed 
saw it leave his hand and left the bag 
for points west. Rip had seen him 
taking his lead-off and watched the 
ball tensely: It seemed to take an 
eternity to float toward him. Take it 
easy. This is a pip. ` 

Was the damned thing never going 
to arrive? He held on until the last 
minute and then swung, nearly throw- 
ing himself out of the park. The ball 
arrived over the plate a split second 
later, almost ‘long enough for him to 
whop it again. 

The bleachers were rocking and 
throwing things, mostly hats. If that 
wasn’t the slowest ball in history, the 
slowest one must still be on its way. 
- Rip shot a glance at second. At least, 
it had given Ed time enough to make 
it. 

Horton dusted the ball again, 
glanced sidewise at Ed, and then, 
without even a shadow of a win\-up 
hurled the pellet straight “at Rip’s 
head. He was caught flat-footed. Rat- 
tled, he started to duck, did a dou- 
ble-take, and slugged recklessly. It 


- seemed almost the same instant that 


Ed Penn was called out at third. 
_ The crowd booed Rip off the field 





enthusiastically. Then from the north 


end of the stands a wave of cheering 
for Paul Horton stormed around the 
field. Grimly Rip realized that he had 
it coming; the fast ball had been as 
spectacularly fast as the other had 
been lazy. ‘ 

Paul had out-pitched him before, 
but this looked like the star act of 
the season. 

Bud Martinson was up next, but 
Bud was pitcher-bait, and no match 
for a sinker. But Paul must have been 
relaxing. He gave Bud two halls, and 
the third peg was the straight goods; 
Bud lammed it, slung his bat, and 
took off, 

Bjoernefeld bagged it neatly for 
the third out, and the Trojans 
charged for their dugout, whooping 
and pounding each other on the back. 


As far as Rip was concerned, the 
game was still being played cold, but 
when he walked toward the mound, it 
was as if there was a big red X 
scrawled over it. Ed had spoiled 
Paul’s no-hitter. Rip knew, calcula- 
tion or no calculation, he was walk- — 
ing as close to his all-hitter as he 
would ever walk, on the last game 
he had in him. He couldn’t kid him- 
self any further now, and it was not 
a nice feeling. : 

The Trojan line-up began with 
Jumpy Tefler, a man who had been 
hit by a pitched ball in his rookie 
days, and was still leery of an inside 
curve. Rip juggled the pill, trying 
to get some feeling into his numb 
arms. Somehow he couldn’t rid him- 
self of the notion that he had eleven 
fingers. 

Behind him, Bud was muttering a 
fast patter, just a series of encourag- 
ing sounds that made no sense. Bud 
was being Team Spirit all over the 
place, but the team wasn’t having any. 
Rip clenched his teeth, tied himself 
into a granny, and uncoiled. 

It was good. It started out straight, 
and half way along began to curve 
implacably toward Jumpy’s chest. The 
Trojan eyed it nervously, and leaned 
away from it. Mickey reached for it 
and fired it back, surprise and satis- 
faction battling on his face. 

It was supposed to be a cold game, 
despite what he knew, but the re- - 
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action was strong. In sheer relief Rip 
began to sweat all over, and the salt 
stung in his eyes. Bud’s chanting 
rang monetonously in his ears. Al- 
most mechanically, he shifted to a 
thiimb grip and fed in a slow twister. 
The, bolus had scarcely left his hand 
when he realized what, hed done. 
Nothing made Telfer jump but a fast 
ball or a close one; on slow balls, no 
matter how erratic, he was tops in 
the league on placement. 

He placed it. The spin cut down 
his distance, but the hole he had 
picked out in center field was plenty 
big, and when the ball grounded and 
bounced just past Pat’s pounding 
gunboats, it skittered sidewise toward 
the newsreel men like a drunken ¢rab. 
Jumpy slid for second and made it 
four feet ahead of the ball. 

There goes my no-hitter, too. What 
a laugh. 

A week’s moisture was steaming 
heavily up out of the trodden earth 
in dancing waves. Rip’s uniform was 
soaked, and over the press-box the 
sun flared pitilessly in his face. It 
took him a moment to recognize the 
next batter and when he did he could 
remember nothing about the man, ex- 
cept that he was a southpaw. He tried 
to remember Sam Schaefet’s batting 
weakiness, but he could think of noth- 
ing but strength—and this bird was 
heavy. Rip heaved for an outside, and 
almost made it. 

The crack of the bat was not very 
noisy, but it had distance in it. The 
Trojan had some distance of his own; 
he cleated second at nearly the same 
moment that Tefler thundered under 
Mickey’s nose. First run, first inn- 
ing for the Trojans—and no outs! 

Rip took time out to yank the ban- 
danna from his pocket and mop his 
his face and neck. If this is a cool 
game, they must have it easy in hell. 
And underneath was that something 
he had been trying to keep down, that . 
urge to play with his heart. He 
thought of Jane and her cool beauty 
and her cool fortune. 

When he looked again, the arch- 
demon was trying a club for size. Hor-: 
ton had no strategy for the batting 
order; he let it come as it would and 
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depended upon Rip for the clowning 
frem here on out. 

Rip licked his lips and threw. 
Somehow it rose by, shoulder-high, 
a bonanza for with a man with dreams: 
of home runs. 

“Strike!” 

It was no compliment—as usual, 
Paul had expected sandlot tossing. 
If anyone were to blame for the 
strike, Rip knew that the batter him- 
self was the best candidate. Even his 
good pitches were bad baseball, he 
thought bitterly. Bad baseball. Bad. 
Not even smart, not even cold effi- 
ciency. 

The sweat was running inte his 
eyes again and his arms felt rubbery. 
The next one was all right in his 
hand, but it wobbled away from him 
as if a weman had thrown it. Paul 
Horton stepped into it gleefully and 
it soared in a long line. drive over 
center field. 

Out of the cerner of his eye Rip. 
could see Sam Schaefer dancing on 
the spongy turf before the dugout. 


IP KNEW his chances of finish- 

ing the second weuld be low, as 
he strode to the bench after sheer 
luck had brought him through the 
first without anything worse than the 
single run. Two more hits were 
credited to the Trojans; but he’d 
used his head with two on, flung a 
duster at the batman and Mickey’d 
scooped it quick, as the Trojan 
ducked, and bulleted it out to catch 
Horton offbase. But Rip knew how it 
looked to the stands, and how it must 
to him. No game could be cold enough 
to carry a corpse. It was hard for him 
not to hear the sarcastic war cry still 
echoing: “R. I. P. Bury the dead!” 
Rip slumped on the bench, looked up 
as a hand fell on his shoulder. 

“Nice pitchin’, Rip! Smooth as 
glass.” 

“Yeah,” Rip said. 

Bud keard the word but not the 
tone. “Looks good to me,” he prattled. 
“Old Horton got his no-hitter killed 
early, and you made him look like a 
sucker with that duster-play. I seen 
his girl in the stands. Yours here, 
Rip?” 

(Continued On Page 95) 
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By Ted Stratton 


A Complete Novelet 


They called him Handsome, thought he was yellow, afraid of hurting 
‘his pretty face. But no one knew what was behind Ken Whiting’s 
reluctance to plunge into the line. 


Zi Ż 


HE HOT October sun glared 

down on the gridiron hemmed 

in by the packed, high-tiered 
stands. On-the fifty-yard line a be- 
spectacled old grad with a fat paunch 
cupped hands around his mouth and 
bellowed hoarsely: “Hold ’em, 
Raiders!” : 

The visiting B. U. team, resplend- 
ent in silver-and-blue, ran from the 
huddle and settled in place on the 
Red Raiders fifteen-yard line, the 
nearest they had come to a touch- 
down. Opposite them, Ken Whiting 
shifted a yard closer at left wing 
against the Z-offense. 

“A smash,” he thought, trying to 
out-guess the quarterback, and toed 
in for a better angled cut. 

On the snapback, the Raider line 
butted the lighter line. Cornish, the 
@lose spin-back, wheeled, then 
flicked a short lateral to halfback 
Devlin, who high-tailed into the flat. 
Blockers swarmed laterally as Ken 
Whiting slid across the scrimmage 
line. He took the savage shock of the 
first blocker with his hands, and side- 
stepping, worked in deeper to force 
Devlin inside. 

The halfback delayed a cut until 
the second blocker hurled himself. 
Ken managed to spin loose, stepped 
closer to the sideline. Trapped, Dev- 
lin reversed the field and cut in 
sharply. At the line, he sharpened the 
cut, fled through the wnprotected 
-bucket. Teammates had sifted 
through the charging Raider line. 
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They carried Devlin on a long diago- 
nal run to the three-yard line where 
Buzz Waring, the Raider safety, made 
the save. The tiny contingent of B. U. 
followers loosed a cheer at such an 
unexpected turn of events. 

A red-shirted sub charged in from 
the Raider bench and the umpire 
thumbed Ken from the game. A mild 
cheer accompanied him to the bench 
where Dan Taylor, the coach, met him 
and griped: “Didn’t I tell you to 
crash on sweeps?” 

“But Devlin had swung too deep,” 
Ken protested. 

“When I tell you to crash, you 
crash!” 

Crisply barked signals on the field. 
Ken turned in time to see Cornish, 
running with pumping knee action, 
slam through the congested middle to 
score. That broke the scoreless tie, 
shoved `B. U. ahead in the third 
quarter, a totally unexpected de- 
velopment. The B. U. kicker missed 
the easy point try and the Raiders 
trailed 6-0. 

Century Wayne gobbled up the B. 
U. kickoff and scooted back to the 
thirty-yard line. Against the Raider’s 
loose T-offense, the-B. U. line angled 
in and piled up fullback Kinnard on a 
delayed buck. Then Mel Stein, right 
half, cross-bucked and ran into a 
pileup. 

“Whiting!” Taylor bellowed, and 
Ken reported on the run. 

“Crossover pass,” Dan snapped. 
“You gave ’em one touchdown. See 
if you can get it back.” 

Ken started off, heard Dan’s 
parting shot; “Don’t get yourself 
hurt in there!” 





Ignoring the sarcasm, he raced in 
with one hand upraised to halt the 
clock. Voght, a rookie end, departed 
and Ken stepped into the huddle. 
Bendine, towering tackle, said: “Oh, 
it’s Handsome in again.” 

“Play with us,” Ken snapped, and 
Waring asked: “What’s the orders?” 

“33-pass to loosen ’em up.” 

“Roll, for God’s sake!” Waring 
pleaded. “We should be thirty points 
ahead, you lugs,” 


N THIRD down with nine yards 

to gain, the B. U. line spread 
wider. The right tackle planted him- 
self in front of Ken. On the snap, 
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Ken knew how to avoid the fore-arm 
shiver to his shoulders. A lifted left 
elbow blocked the hand-blow, and he 
sidestepped into the clear. 
Swinging downfield, he headed 
directly for the wingback, faked to 
the outside, and cut into the invit- 
ingly open bucket. Buck Pallison, 
right end, crossed over deep to pull 
the B. U. safety off Ken’s trail. Ken 
swerved behind Pallison, and safely 
behind the defending left wingback 
he coasted, glanced back. 
Well-protected, Buzz Waring de- 
layed the heave. When the ball came, 
it was well out ahead. Ken overtook 
it with a burst of speed, picked it off 







































- the hook where Waring had hung it. 
Deviin at safety had a chance to 
angle in to the sideline and head Ken 
off. Their paths converged near the 
five-yard line and Ken realized he 
had two moves. Devlin timed his dive, 
launched his body. 

Ynly a fraction-second for Ken to 
make his choice. Drive through and 
trust to luck or—instinctively. Ken 
braked to a stop. Devlin slid harm- 
lessly past, blocked the way. Ken cut 
around, but the delay had been just 
enough for the B. U. wingback to 
come up fast and bowl Ken over on 
the two-yard line. 

_ Teammates thundered up and Ben- 
_ dine roared: “Two little yards and 
. you didn’t make it!” 

And then Voght charged in again 
and the umpire thumbed Ken out. 
A ringing cheer rewarded the catch 
and run. Dan Taylor, hands on hips, 
-~ shouted: “Five yards from the line 

_ and you don’t know enough to dive! 
You could a-run through Devlin and 
scored!” 

“He had me blocked off,” Ken said, 
knowing that Dan wouldn’t accept the 
explanation. “We’ll score easy.” 
Dan scowled. “Yeah, yeah, we'll 
score! Only you gave ’em one t. d. 
and you should have got it back. Go 
take a shower.” 

Ken trotted towards the gym. That 
was Dan Taylor, he thought. Whole 
hog, Wanted the cream and the skim 
milk, too, Behind him, a roaring 
Chenango cheer. He turned, saw the 
Raiders leaping and dancing, and 
knew the score had been knotted. 
They could go ahead now because 
_Frinkle, kicking ace, hadn’t missed 

a point-try in two seasons. 

But that didn’t solve his problem. 
Dan was getting too hard to please. 
No matter what Ken did, Dan was 
always on top of him with, “Drive 
harder”, or “Crash, crash, and ‘unhinge 
’ein!” What made the situation worse 
was that Ken had won the Aggie 
game with a long run after a pass and 
_ now had set up an easy score against 
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~ undressed slowly and showe 
er A int 


He entered the silent, dim lockers, 
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stillness. Just as he finished dressing, 
Curley Payson limped in: “How’s it 
going?” Ken wanted to know. 

“A snap after you loosened ‘em up 
with that run,” Payson said. “Kin- 
nard scored twice and Wayne just got 
loose for another.” 

“You get hit bad?” : 

“Only a kicked muscle. Say. if you 
—” Payson stopped, and his hard 
eyes bored into Ken. Then he passed 
on and slumped down on the bench. 
Ken did not bother to return to the 
stadium. 


ATER THAT night, he called for 

his “date”, Dot McIlroy, a 

blonde Senior, and they went out to 

the Lake for the dance. “That was a 

nice pass catch and run,” Dot said, 
when they were dancing. 

“Dan didn’t seem to think so,” Ken 
said moodily. 

“Qh, Dan. Nothing can satisfy him. 
He knew we would win and he sent 
you in to save you for the Syracuse 
game.” 

Saving me for the Syracusans—or 
the bench, Ken thought. But why 
bench him because Devlin had got 
loose’ in the Raider secondary? To 
humble him before the partisan 
crowd? What had he done that was 
wrong? One of the backersup should 
have nailed Devlin when he had cut 
back, but no such luck. There seemed 
one answer. So far, Ken had refused 
to slam into opponents like a jeep 
running downhill, 

Somebody tapped Ken on the 
shoulder. Bendine, the grinning right 
tackle, said: “Gonna borrow the 
prettiest coed in the place, Hand- 
some.” They danced off and Ken 
picked his way through the packed 
cancers. There had been a sneer in 
Bendine’s voice. “Handsome,” a sort 
of ironical nick-name had been Ben- 
din’s idea the second week of practice. 

When he recovered Dot later, she 
said: “Don’t look so gloomy, Ken, 
That hulk can’t offer you much com- 
petition.” 

- “He doesn’t worry me.’ 


She glanced aay up at him. 


“Somebody tell you that he and I used 


that is, last June he took me to 


a 
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“He still doesn’t worry me,” Ken 
repeated. It couldn’t have been a very 
torrid romance, he thought. Not when 
he remembered how easily the two of 
them had gravitated together as soon 
as they had met in September. But it 
could explain Bendine’s needling 
manner on and off the gridiron. 
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N OFF-DAY on Monday, but 
JÀ} Tuesday afternoon found Ken 

at the door that said PRI- 
VATE in gilt letters. He opened the 
door, pushed inside, closed it quietly. 
He waited a moment inside the office 
over the Chenango College lockers. 
A wind crawled through the opened 
window and spiced the air with the 
fragance of burning leaves. 

Ken said to the man behind the 
desk: “You wanted to see me before 
practice?” 

Dan Taylor glanced up, leaned back 
in the swivel chair, and inventoried 
Ken. A tall young man with the wide 
shoulders and tapering hips of a co- 
ordinated athlete. Close-clipped black 
hair, lean face, a straight almost too 


perfectly molded nose. “Handsome”, 


according to Bendine, and it was an 
apt description. Ken wore a casual 
jacket of lightweight tweed, soft 
yellow shirt open at the throat, and 
gabardine trousers with knife-edge 
creases, 

“You just step off a page in Es- 
quire?” Dan wanted to know, and his 
face registered disapproval. 

“I like smart clothes,” Ken said 
easily, wondering why Dan had sent 
fer him, 

“Why don’t you dress like the rest 
of the men?” 

“T don’t like sloppy clothes.” 

Dan’s tone hardened. “Maybe 
clothes make the man, but I judge 
men on a different basis, Whiting. 
They told me you once played end 
at Gonzago College before the war. 
You got mustered out on the West 
Coast, came East, and got a job in 
Riker Best’s brokerage office. Why’d 
you decide to return to college?” 

“Mr, Best suggested that I needed 


to brush up on economics and fi-- 
nance” 

“You know heis a Chenango grad?” 

Ken nodded and Dan continued: 
“Did Best tell you we met this sum- 
mer and I told him we’d have a pretty 
good team this fall if he could rustle 
me a good end?” 

“That’s news,” Ken admitted.. 

“So it’s as simple as a spin-back. 
You see what was in Best’s mind?” 

“You’re suggesting he sent ne here 
just to play end?” 

“Hell, don’t be so dumb!” Dan ex- 
ploded, and hammered the desk with 
a pudgy fist. “Whiting, any guy that 
Best takes a fancy to is set for life, 
particularly if he played good foot- 
ball for Chenango.” 

“I’m beginning to see a great light 
that I don’t like,” Ken said, 

Dan jumped up, rounded the desk, 
and faced Ken. A squat square-jawed 
man with an explosive temper. “That 
pretty face—you afraid you might get 
it smashed eh?” 


E WAS the wrong approach. If 
Dan had talked easily, man-to- 
man, Ken would have opencd up to 
him. But when Dan began to punctu- 
ate his words with a jabbing finger 
into the yellow shirt, Ken turned” 
stubborn. Not fer anything would he 
tell Dan Taylor his problem. 

“You can’t take a hard knock,” Dan 
continued, jabbing with the finger. 
“You don’t want that matinee face 
of yours scratched!” : 

Ken braced his body. “Don’t finger 
me,” he warned. 

“They’re- saying you lack guts, 
Whiting!” 

“Who says that?” 

Suddenly, Dan cooled off, but it 
was too late. “Whiting,” he pleaded, 
“here’s my setup this fall. I got 
nothing but young, inexperienced 
ends except Buck Pallison and he 
can’t catch passes with a basket. In 
rough going like the B. U. game, 
our T-passes have to click to unsnag 
the running game. So you can catch 
passes. Why can’t you block harder? 
Why can’t you dive through a tackler 
and score? Why don’t you mix it up 
like the rest of the team?” 

“You've no kick,” Ken countered. 
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“I caught passes and we won two 
games. Isn’t that enough?” 


“But Syracuse is tough! Only bone- 


smęshing play can lick ‘em. Now 
you've forced me to give you a lab 
test this afternoon, Whiting.” 

“Lab test?” Ken asked curiously. 

“Fest you in the fires of a blood- 
and-guts scrimmage to see if you can 
take it.’ Dan whirled, fired a final 
blast over one broad shoulder. “Take 
a tip, Whiting. Burn that yellow 
shirt. Red is the color of guts, like 
the Raider colors! Forget your nice 
manners er ride the bench from now 
on. Yeah, and remember that Riker 
Best is flying up for the Syracuse 
game. If you want to hang on to that 
easy job—” Dan let the threat dangle. 

“So today I’m supposed to die for 
dear old Riker Best & Company,” 
Ken murmured, and walked to the 
door. 

“Burn that yellow shirt!” 

“It cost seven dollars,” Ken said 
quietly, and heading downstairs, 
entered the locker room. 

Men loafed around in the usual 
State of pre-game dress and naked- 
ness. As Ken passed through to his 
locker, occasionally a man spoke 
casually. Ken answered absently, his 
mind on Dan Taylor’s words. So 
Riker Best, Chenango ’23, had sent 
him to Chenango simply to play foot- 
ball! Hed been a fool not to have 
known that earlier. 

“In a brokerage office,” Best had 
said back in New York, “a man has to 
know finance thoroughly, Go back 
to Chenango for a term and study 
under Doc Barkinghaus. If you'd 
like to play some football up there, 
that’s okay. Pll give you a note to 
Dan Taylor and—” 

It seemed a strange way to secure 
a job. Probably hundreds of football 
stars before him had nailed down 
lucrative vocations in the same man- 
ner. Probably thousands more would 
find life-sinecures the same way if 
old grads continued to act like soph- 
omores. But Ken didn’t like the idea. 
He had been tricked into matricu- 
lating at Chenango. Football was now 
a business proposition, Make a suc- 


_ cess of football and you've got a good 
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job, Whiting. Fail—it was profes- 
sional athletics. 

Carefully, he hung the smart 
clothes inside the smelly steel locker 
and began to dress in the snappy, 
suddenly hateful red regimentais. Of 
course, he could quit the game, hand 
in his uniform. But that wouldn’t 
solve his present problem or his 
future, 

Except for Dot McIlroy, he had 
been lonesome at Chenango. With the 
football squad, he had been somewhat 
of an outsider. At first, he had 
figured this was because he was older 
than most of the men, but now Dan 
Taylor had offered another answer. 
“Theyre saying you lack guts, 
Whiting,” Dan had said. But it 
wasn’t a question of guts, not when 
he remembered the air-hours he’d 
spent under MacArthur. It was a 
different problem, one that he hadn’t 
solved yet, but one that he would have 
to solve soon or quit football. 


E LACED on the soft kangaroo 
shoes, stood up, slim-hipped 

and wide-shouldered inside the tight, 
fitted uniform. As he headed outside, 
he passed the wall mirror by the door, 
stopped and studied the smooth lines 
of his face. Instinctiyely, one hand 
lifted to stroke the perfectly pro- 
portioned nose. 

Behind him, someone said: 
“Checking up on the beautiful mug?” 

Ken faced Bendine. Twite he’d 
played Bendine in scrimmage and the 
big fellow had played Dan Taylor’s 
aggressive, rough game up to the hilt. 
There had been anger in Bendine’s 
play. Because of Dot McIlroy? 

Muscles bunched across his stomach 
and Ken said lightly: “Just making 
sure the nose is in place.” 

“Think a lot of that nose, Hand- 
some?” Bendine scoffed. 

“Tt’s the only one I’ve got.” 

“Maybe you're too handsome for 
this rough game!” Bendine posed 
with huge hands on his hips, jaw 
stuck out. “Funny you’re so keen 
about that nose, Thinking of getting 
a movie contract, pretty boy?” 

A chill ran along Ken’s spine. Ben- 
dine was asking for trouble. Offering 
the sort of words that are met with a 
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punch on the nose. On the nose, Ken 
thought, and curbed his anger. 

He sensed the sudden silence. Men 
had stopped dressing, listened, waited 
for developments.. When Bendine 
said, “You won’t run away from me 
today,” somebody snickered. 

“I don’t run away from anybody,” 
he said. 

“Yeah? The way you play were 
gonna start calling you our backward 
end. Catch on Handsome?” 

A laugh rippled around the room. 
Ken stared up at Bendine’s grinning 
face, the brawny shoulders, the thick 
biceps rippling inside the tight 
jersey. In a way it was silly. A grown 
man looking for a fight in the lockers, 
like little boys on the playground. 
And yet, the words demanded strong 
action. 

“You talk a tough game,” Ken said. 
and wheeling, stalked out. 

Bendine called out loudly, “Knew 
the guy don’t have it,” and laughter 
followed Ken along the corridor. He 
went out, banged the door savagely. 
He knew what he should have done 
back there—smacked Bendine’s 
grinning face, risked a fight. Punched 
and taken punches. If Bendine had 
been the better man, why, jump off 
the floor and ask for more punish- 
ment. Then, bleeding and battered, 
the men would agree that he had guts. 

Yet he had not been able to force 
himself into a fist fight with Ben- 
dine. Did a man have to fight to prove 
he had courage? Did he have ‘to batter 
himself into a state of insensibility 
on the gridiron—or be called gutless? 
“Postponing the inevitable show- 
down,” he thought bitterly. “But 
next time—” 

The squad went into the daily 
routine on the dummies. Ken had 
hit the dummies twice when he met 
Bendine. The big tackle crossed in 
front of him as he crouched on the 
cinder path waiting his turn to 
smack the sawdust-and-canvas men. 
Ken delayed, then lunged forward, 
eyes intent on the target. 

Bendine slowed, dragged one foot. 
Ken tripped, tumbled earthward. In- 
stinctively, he lifted his chin to keep 
his face off the cinders. Flat palms 
partly cushioned the fall, but his chin 


and hands picked up plenty of cin- 
ders before he braked to a stop. He 
climbed up slowly, trembling, close 
to the yawning edge of fear. If his 
face had struck that cinder path— 

“Sort of an accident,” Bendine said, 
and laughed, 

Men waited to see what would 
happen. Would Whiting take this 
the way he had taken Bendine’s words 
in the locker room? 


“You’ve got big feet,” Ken said 
coldly, and stifling his anger, turned 
away. Fingernails bit into the flesh 
of his palms. He crouched, the silence 
thick and accusing about him, then 
drove off. He hit hard. The ropes sang 
threugh the pulleys and the sawdust 
man thudded into the pits with Ken - 
topside. “Should have smacked that 
dummy Bendine like this,” he 
thought. 

It had been a hard, clean tackle, but 
Dan Taylor averted his face and 
snapped: “More drive, Whiting.” 


EN- STALKED to the end of 

the line. Not a man glanced at 
him. Awaiting his turn, Mel Stein 
stood ahead of Ken. Stein turned, 
leveled a cool stare and asked quietly : 
“A point of information, fellow. Do 
they fly differently under Mac- 
Arthur?” 

Face expressionless, eyes depthless, 
Stein turned a broad back so Ken 
faced the white numerals 19. There 
could be no mistaking the implied 
accusation. Mel had flown in the 
European command along with Kin- 
nard, the bruising fullback on the 
Raiders. 

Suddenly, Ken felt the impulse to 
shout out his troubles, to tell them 
the explanation of his conduct, to win 
back their respect. Just as guickly 
he braked the hot words, drew deeper 
within himself. It’s what I know that 
counts, he decided. So they could 
think what they chose. Why, it took 
courage for him to climb into a uni- 
form and risk football practice. 

Dan Taylor led the way to the 
gridiron, snapped: “A blood-and-guts 
scrimmage.” He selected a tentative 
varsity. Colgrave and Bendine at the 
tackles; Quigg and Curley Payson at 
guard; Adelson, a sixty-minute 
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scrapper at the pivot post; at the 
ends, Buck Pallison who couldn’t 
catch passes, and Voght, the rookie 
with nothing but fight in his tough 
system, 

Two shifty, fleet halfbacks in 
Century Wayne and Mel Stein; a 
hard-hitting fullback in Kinnard; 
lastly, a smart, accurate forward 

assing T-quarterback, Buzz Waring. 
Dan rattled off a scrub team, told 
Ken casually: “Try left end on de- 
fense.” A murmur ran around the 
squad. Ken had started the Aggie and 
B. U. games. 

The scrubs donned thin, white 
practice jerseys to camouflage the 
red. Men helped one another yank 
the tails down, shove them inside the 
shell pants, but Ken had to wriggle 
his own in place, Bogg, the assistant 
coach, told the scrubs: “Make like 
you're tough as Syracuse. We'll use 
a five-man, tight-spaced line like we 
think Syracuse will use against us. 
Ends wide and a yard deep.” Bogg 


turned to Ken, growled: “No fancy-. 


Dan stuff. Come in fast and crash. 
Get it, crash! Skibben, you and Clark, 
play shallow backerups and—” 

Ken stopped listening. He didn’t 
like the type of end play that the 
coaches demanded. Crashing ends, he 
had learned at Gonzago, grounded 
an end like a cracked-up plane. Spike 
Horgan, his old coach, had always 
warned: “An end hems in the attack, 
first. So keep the feet and keep 
shoving and working in deeper.” That 
was the kind of end play that Ken 
knew. Besides, it was the correct way 
_ to avoid the savage contacts that Dan 
encouraged on the Raiders. 

Within the varsity huddle, Dan 
said: “Were gonna polish up our 
right-handed attack. Blot out that 
‘left end! If it takes two men, get 
him out of there, but good.” 

Kinnard drawled: “We playing the 
scrubs or Whiting?” 

“These Air Corps jerks!” Bendine 
jeered. 

- Kinnatd grabbed a fistful of Ben- 
dine’s jersey. “I rode a plane. You 


= want to make something of that?” 


“I don’t mean you.” | 
C 


ut the comic act,” Dan inter- 





rupted, and Kinnard drawled: “This 
jerk is asking to have fewer teeth.” 


Te VARSITY deployed. On the 
third count, Stein whirled, 
ghosted into the right flat to draw 
the wingback wide. Ken drifted 
wider, poised. Kinnard faked left, 
wheeled, and surged after Stein to 
draw Ken’s attention. Ken slid for- 
ward. There came Quigg from the in- 
side, his trigger sights squarely on 
Ken. Quigg lowered his shoulders 
and Ken set himself, stiff-armed. 
Weight and momentum forced him 
back. 

Curley Payson led Century 
Wayne up the inside alley vacated by 
Ken. Ken sidestepped Quigg’s bulky 
body, trailed the play. A scrub back- 
erup fended off Payson’s bad-angle 
block and tackled. Ken came on to 
top Wayne, and hold the gain to 
three yards. 

Bogg advanced on Ken. “Didn’t I 
tell you to crash?” 

“And get buried,” Ken protested. 
“Kinnard and Stein were loose in the 
flat and I had to—” 

“You'll crash next time!” 

Again Stein in motion before the 
snap. He cut in sharply, hurled him- 
self at Ken from the blind-spot 
blocking angle. Ken had sensed the 
maneuver, slid around Stein easily. 
Drifting, he raced in and to the out- 
side. Kinnard lunged, but Ken was 
going backward. There came Wayne 
behind Quigg. Ken retreated, pivoting 
and dancing to slow the play. Near 
the sideline, Wayne cut back, but 
a scrub backerup nailed him for a 
yard loss. 

Day Taylor pounced on Quigg. 
“Block him out, damn you!” 

“He back-pedalled,” Quigg pro- 
tested, and glared at Ken. 

“Run him up into the stands!” 

As Ken walked back, Stein drifted 
past. “How’d you figure I was to cut 
you down?” 

“You ran slower in motion.” 

Stein nodded. Kinnard bucked 
through center for eleven yards, On 
the next play, Bogg shoved Ken 
across the line as Stein moved into 
the flat, “Crash!” Bogg bellowed. 


_ Ken regained his balance, glanced 
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up. Waring had slung a low, under- 
hand lateral to Stein. coasting. Ken 
intercepted the ball, took off fast. He 
‘could have scored easily, but he 
turned and flung the ball to Adelson. 
“Any giveaway that time?” Stein 
' asked anxiously. 

“No.” 

Kinnard bucked to the left for 
seven long yards. Again the Varsity 
returned to the right-handed attack 
against Ken. A smash at tackle. Kin- 
nard and Mel Stein aimed at Ken. He 
lowered his shoulders, set his feet 
wide and—Bogg planted a cleated 
shoe against Ken’s rump, shoved. Ken 
jerked erect. Stein hit him amidships 
with a billy-goat block. The air 
rushed from Ken’s lungs and he 
blacked out. 

He tried to sit up, but the Chen- 
ango trainer held him down. “Easy, 
that seems to be the way you always 

. play it. Feel any better?” 

Ken’s hand stroked his nose. That 
was all right and he was beginning to 
feel better. “Cripes,” the trainer said, 
moving off, “all you pretty boys think 
about is your mugs.” 

A sub had replaced Ken. He 
walked to the bench, sat down. The 
Varsity made hash out of the scrubs 
with a savage, right-handed running 
attack. They shifted to passes, but 
Pallison dropped a couple and Voght 
hadn’t yet learned how to elude de- 
fenders. 

Scrimmage ended. Bogg sent the 
bench-warmers for a mile tour of the 
grounds. He paused in front of Ken, 
jeered: “That’s the first hard con- 
tack for you since September first, 
Whiting, and it finshed you off! 
Want me to send for the ambulance?” 

Wordlessly, Ken turned away and 
followed the jogging scrubs. He had 
failed the blood-and-guts scrimmage. 
Yet, exactly what had the varsity 
gained against him with the right- 
handed attack? Nothing, and he could 
have scored one touchdown. 

Slamming the middle or the left 
side, the varsity had run for the good 
yards. The scrimmage re-inforced 
Ken’s football knowledge. Crash, arid 
they made hash of you. But delay, 
fight off the interference, and that 


paid off, If he got into another game, 


4 


Ken decided, Dan Taylor or no Dan 
Taylor, he’d play his own game, 


Z 3 2 


EN SHED the tweed jacket, 

tossed it carelessly on the 

leather divan in his room. On 
the desk, lay an unopened letter from 
his mother in Frisco. He slit the en- 
velope, skimmed the finely written 
script. 

“cannot understand why you left 
me and went East, Kenneth,” she said 
in part. “And Chenango! Is that 
really a name of a college? If you 
must return to college—and your 
father provided handsomely for both 
of us in his estate—return to San 
Francisco and enter the local univere 
sity. You could room at home, Ken- 
neth. 

“I do hope that the war has taught 
you not to play such silly games as 
football. It is not good for you, Ken- 
neth! I worry so much about your 
face and miss you so—” 

He laid the letter on the desk. The 
war had taught him many things, but 
not to quit football. He had learned 
hardness, the necessity for a man 
to stand on his own feet, often alone 
as he had done in a plane. Maybe his 
mother had pampered him too much. 
He remembered the swank, exclusive 
prep school he had attended. That at 
seventeen, he had owned his own 
roadster and had more pocket money 
than was good for him. But he had 
managed to enter Gonzago and play 
football despite his mother’s protest- 
ations. It had been good for him, jar- 
ring him out of conceit and a soft 
life. 

So he had come East to stand on his 
own feet. The return to football had 
been coincidental with his hookup 
with Riker Best. Strolling to the | 
casement window, he stared moodily 
across the dark campus. Somewhere 
below someone strummed on a man- 
dolin. “Heartache,” an old tune. 
What difference did it make? Heart- 


ache or headache. 
Pictures kaleidoscoped through his 


mind. The Phillipines. The war over, 


aoe 
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but planes sii1i i: :be air. His last 
flight, a soio dasi: -. ...cnila and back. 
Late in the afternoon, he had wasted 
precious time avoiding a thunder- 
storm. As he neared the home field, 
flew in low for a landing, the tropic 
night dropped like a curtain. Sud- 
denly pitch black, no landirg lights, 
and danger. 

He had tried to lift the plane 
while a hundred feet off the ground. 
Something had gone wrong. The 
plane struck the ground, bounced, and 
roared on. Then—crash. His face 
slammed into the instrument panel 
with terrific force. 

The crash-team told most of it to 
him afterward. He had overshot the 
field in the darkness, crashed in the 
nearby woods. They had managed to 
save him from fiery death, but the 
blow and the flames—now he remem- 
bered the dull pain despite the mor- 
phine in his system. And the diagno- 
sis of the sutgeon, “Don’t worry son. 
I can build up the nose, tissue the 
Scars and you won't recognize your- 
self.” 

The recovery and operation. The 
first sight of his face two weeks later. 
“Perfect,” the surgeon had said ad- 
miringly. And the nose was far more 

erfect than any nose had a right to 

e and the face perfectly propor- 
tioned. It accounted for the derisive 
nickname that Bendine had attached 
to him in September. 

Once in the darkness of his room, 
he had stumbled against an opened 
door, The old aches had returned for 
two days although he had not men- 
tioned it to his mother, After that, 
he had been overly careful of any 
contact that would harm his rebuilt 
face and had avoided, as far as he 
could, savage body contacts that Dan 
Taylor urged on his men. It had cost 
him effort, the penalty of restraint, 
and loss of esteem. 

It had taken courage to sidestep 
trouble with Bendine. He wondered 
‘how long he could continue te avoid | 
trouble, Could a man go through life : 
along the easy path? Of course, he_ 
could turn in his uniform. He= 
shrugged off the thought. There was; 
something thrilling, elative about the = 


_ game that forced him to play it, Now 


it appeared that he was destined to 
ride the bench, 


RAP on the door and Ken said: 
“Come in.” . 
Kinnard strolled in, offered: 
“How're you fellow?” Mel Stein 
tailed along and wanted to know: 
“That dumb cluck Bogg sure set you 
up for me on that last block. You all 
right?” 

“Nothing serious,” Ken answered. 

From the window seat, Kinnard 
drawled. “You like this game of foot- 
ball, fellow?” 

“It’s a game,” Ken admitted, hiding 
his real feelings. 

“We all flew planes in the war,” 
Mel Stein said. “Sure, you know 
football, like to play it or you’d turn 
in the uniform. So something must 
be eating your mind. Want to spill 
it to friends?” ~ 

“You're thinking of the way I 
wouldn’t mix with Bendine?” 

“Just a pop-off guy,” Kinnard 
drawled. “You don’t have to open up 
and we didn’t have to come up here, 
either.” 

“It might be a long story,” Ken 
said cautiously. 

“We got all night if that helps,” 

“I don’t like this end-crashing game 
of Dan’s.” 

“Understandable,” Stein agreed. 
“You stalled our right hand attack 
while you were in there. Trouble 
with Dan he likes to see his players 
unhinge the opposition. Keeps him 
in a mental rut. I found out’ long ago 
there’s more than one way to polish 
off a good job.” 

“Right,” Kinnard added. “If Dan 
ever psycho-analyzed my mind, he’d 
faint! Crashed once in Devon, bad. 
Shook me up. Every time I got to 
throw a block or buck the line, so 
help me, I shudder! But Dan keeps 
yelling to hit harder, I keep shud- 
dering, and sometimes I don’t know 
how I hit guys. If I had guts, I’d 
quit the game.” 

“From the way I see you play,” 
Ken said slowly, “No one weuld know 
you had a thing on your mind.” 

“It was this way,” Kinnard ex- 


plained. “An army psychiatrist or 
psychologist, I forget which it was, 
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told mé to detour any fear. Sug- 
gested I think of eating cherries 
everytime I took a plane up.” Kinnard 
waggled his head. “And it worked, 
fellow. It got me aloft in a plane and 
that’s how I do the gridiron job. 
Next time you see me hit something 
‘just remember I’m an old cherry 
eater!” 

“But if you had been injured badly 
in the crash,” Ken said, thinking of 
his own troubles, “would the cherry- 
idea help?” 

Stein leaned forward, his eyes keen 
and understanding. “Heard about a 
war casualty up at Dartmouth or may- 
be it was Harvard. The medicoes did 
a plastic job on his face, but the guy 
kept thinking of his face and 
flinching. Then he went smart. De- 
cided to forget about his face and just 
played as hard as he could.” 

“What happened?” Ken asked too 
sharply. 

“The face took the punishment, 
what there was.” Stein leaned against 
the desk, crossed his arms. “We don’t 
butt into your problems, fellow, but 
we don’t cotten to all this talk about 
you that we hear. If we can help, 
say the word. If not—” Stein ges- 
tured casually. 

Silence. The strumming mandolin 
somewhere below now mourned with 
“TIl Walk Alone.” Good or bad? Ken 

_wondered. To walk alone, eh? That 
took courage. So did Kinnard fighting 
down the temptation to duck every 
block and tackle. The war casualty 
forgetting his face and coming: out 
on top. Conquering yourself? That 
“was a job a man had to do alone. 

“Tl snap out of it,’ Ken said. 

Promptly they ambled to the door, 
said, “See you tomorrow,” and the 
door closed like a reprimand. 

See you tomorrow. 
`. There would be the scornful 
glances, the biting words from Dan 
Taylor and Bogg, the sneer in Ben- 
dine’s voice. Fight them alone and 
conquer. Something courageous in 
that, like gay banners waving inside 
the mind. Alone, to win. That was 
the way to play it. 


‘HE NEXT afternoon, Ken ap- 
proached Dan Taylor during 





forward passing drill. “I’d like 
another try at left end,” he said 
quietly. : 

“You flunked the lab test yester- 
day,” Dan growled, and wheeling 
away, barked: “Hey, Voght! More 
snap covering a pass. Use a fake to 
get around a defender see? An end’s 
got to get into the clear.” 


So Ken found himself shoved into 
the ruck with the third and fourth 
stringers. With men who had little 
chance to make the varsity; with the 
not-quite athletes, the hope-to-be men 
who lacked speed or coordination or 
the necessary weight. A clannish lot, 
the scrubs were critical of the men 
ahead of them. They regarded Ken 
Whiting scornfully. Hadn’t he top- 
pled from the top? The guy had 
everything, everything but what 
counted most to a scrub—a fighting 
heart. 

On Thursday night, Ken phoned 
the sorority house where Dot MclIl- 
roy roomed. A strange voice said 
over the phone: “She’s out. Who shall 
I say called?” 

“Ken Whiting.” 

“Oh, Well, she went to the movies 
with an old flame, Mr. Whiting,” and 
the receiver clicked. 

That would be with Bendine, of 
course. Had the big mouth been blab- 
bing to Dot? Had she heard rumors 
eddying back from locke: roum and 
gridiron? Another name crossed off 
the slate! Alone, now. All alene. 

A line from Shakespere ran 
heavily through Ken’s mind. “Tomor- 
row and tomorrow and tomorrow, 
creeps in this petty pace from day 
to day.” But he wouldn’t give in to 
them, not when it required. more 
courage to play it alone. 

So the gossiping voices were at 
work. “Whiting can’t take it,” some- 
one had whispered. Or: “Sure, a hand- 
some guy, but that’s his trouble. Bro- 
tecting his face.” And another, per- 
haps: “Ever watch him back up? 
Chenango’s backward end!” Let the 
voices loose their poison! 

Friday on the gridiron and a fast, 
light practice. Sprints, punting, 
passing, but no contact work. Duck 
soup for Ken and his speed. When the 
varsity began signal drill a manager 


i 
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came over to Ken and said brusquely : 
“Report to the pits, Whiting.” 

At the pits, Ken met a short, stocky 
man dressed in a twenty-dollar hat, 
a hundred dollar topcoat over his 
paunch a painted tie, and shined 
shoes. A man with gimlet eyes, Riker 
Best, Chenango ’23, No greetings or 
welcome or handshake. Just: “You’re 
not doing well, Whiting.” 


“Doc Barkinghaus,” Ken answered, 
“says I’m receiving A’s in his courses. 
Wasn't he the prof you recommended, 
Mr. Best?” 

“Football, Whiting!” Lines tight- 
ened around Best’s mouth. Anger 
flared in his eyes. “A man who evades 
a hard knock, is no good in business, 
Whiting. I had hopes for you.” A 
negligent wave of a pudgy hand. 
“Talked to Dan and persuaded him to 
give you another chance in the game 
tomorrow. If you fail me then, don’t 
report back to New York in February, 
understand?” z 

Riker Best—hard designing, calcu- 
lating to acquire the things that 
pleased him. Operating men like they 
were on strings. A pressure man, Ken 
thought, seeing him in his true light, 
dangling a prize before my eyes. 

“Once,” Ken said quietly, “I was 
willing to give you my best, but you 
didn’t want it that way, Mr, Best. On 
your way back to the hotel, stuff that 
job down the drain pipe.” He wheeled 
away, chin up, a lift in his stride. 

They couldn’t pressure him, Best 
couldn’t, and neither could Dan Tay- 
lor or Bogg or Bendine. In a sense, 
Dot McIlroy and Mel Stein and 
drawling Kinnard had all sought to 
put pressure on him. There wasn’t 
any need for that. He would walk 
alone, do things his own way, 


L AS 


HE BIG Syracuse team hadn’t 
i come down to Chenango 
College for the Fall Prom, A 


-willing, alert, hard-hitting, football- 
wise crew. They took the Raider’s 


: -~ opening kickoff and belted at the line 


from single-wing thrown mostly to 
-~ the right, Voght, 






the rookie at left 






end, followed Dan’s instructions and 
crashed. Twice he spilled Meeker, the 
tailback, on inside slants and forced 
a punt, : 

Century Wayne returned to mid- 
field, From the T, Buzz Waring sent 
Stein on a crossbuck. Syracuse tun- 
neled, slowed the key blocker, and 
hog-tied Stein for no gain. Kinnard 
lost a yard at center. A pass to Buck 
Pallison and the crowd groaned when 
it slipped through his hands. Punt. 

Back came Syracuse and Ken knew 
it was going to be tough. He sat on 
the bench, grounded for the day, 
probably. He studied the Syracuse 
attack, noted the giveaways, the weak- 
nesses of personnel, their strengths. 


Again Voght crashed, slowed up 
the power, and forced a towering punt 
that Wayne had no chance to return. 
The Raiders ground out a first down 
on three quick openers, then punted. 

It happened, just as Ken knew it 
would happen, against a slick-opera- 
formation. Voght, conditioned to 
expect the slant, crashed headlong 
into’ the lead blocker. They went 
down together, but the two following 
blockers curved. around the pile and 
there came Meeker, working an in- 
and-out end run that had been set up 
to foil Voght’s crashing play. 

Kinnard cut over, but a blocker 
picked him off. The second blocker 
pivot-blocked Mel Stein. Meeker 
swarmed into the clear with Century 
Wayne sliding over to force him out 
of bounds. It was a pretty. play to 
watch. Meeker slowing, Wayne 
closing in, then the streaking Syra- 
cuse left end crossng over fast to 
clip Wayne from the side. Meeker 
cut loose behind the block. Exultant 
Syracuse cheers carried him on the 
long run to the Raiders goal line. 
A sure placement kick, a seven-point 
lead. : 

The Raiders rallied after the kick- 
off. Syracuse uncorked a flexible, 
shifting defense that halted several 
drives. With the running game 
throttled, Buzz Waring shifted to 
passes, but the defenders covered 
man-for-man and thwarted the 
attempts to score. At halftime, seven 


points still separated the teams and 
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“Unhinge ’em!” he roared at the 
disgruntled players lounging in the 
locker rooms. “Knock ’em clear up 
into the stands, Payson!....Quigg, 
slam those drifting ends down Hell, 
they play like this Whiting guy!.... 
Kinnard, get more steam in your 
bucks. You wanna sit this out in the 
sun with a coed?....Stein, get the 
lead out of your tail. You ain’t flying 
no P-47 out there!,...Look, Adelson, 
youre a hell of. a captain. I got a 
daughter home could play better’n 
you and—” 


A lot of words, Ken thought, sitting 
on the fringe of the squad, Steam, 
but no points scored. Why not beat 
Syracuse at its own game? Tunnel the 
line, drift with the ends on the 
sweeps. On offense, take advantage of 
the man-for-man coverage of Syra- 
cuse on passes, Crossover to free the 
receivers. Open the Syracuse defense 
with passes, free the running attack 
for Wayne and Kinnard and Stein to 
run, 

With Dan’s fiery words ringing in 
their ears, the squad sprinted out. 
Twice they drove deep into Syracuse 
territory. Once Voght failed to clear 
a defender on a pass play. Syracuse 
intercepted and Ken dug his cleats 
deep into bench turf, knotted his 
hands and groaned. Then, at the 
start of the third quarter, Syracuse 
began to roll. 


OWER PLAYS, mixed with 

spinners and reverses, set the de- 
fenders up for efficient blocks and 
Syracuse crossed midfield. With 
Voght still crashing, the visitors un- 
cloaked the in-and-out run. Buzz 
Waring drifted over from right half 
and made the saye behind Mel Stein. 
The Raiders rallied, took over on the 
twenty-yard line when a Syracuse 
field goal failed. 


Time-out on the field and the call 
ran along the Chenango bench: 
“Whiting, Whiting.” = 

Ken reported, “Get in there and win 
the game!” Dan roared. Ken turned 
to the pile of headgears, selected a 
helmet with rubber-covered wire that 

would protect his face. Dan stripped 


it from his hands. “Forget your mug, 











pretty boy!” he raged, and Ken 
picked up his own helmet. 
“Well?” Buzz Waring asked in the 


middle of the huddle. 


“Dan sent me in to win the game,” 
Ken said honestly. 

Bendine sneered: “He scraped the 
bottom of the barrel to do it!” 

“Crossover pass,” Waring ordered, 
but Captain Adelson snapped: “No, 
Wait till we get out of here!” 

“48, crossbuck,” Waring said, 
changing the play. 

Ken lined up alongside of Bendine. 
The snap. The hefty Syracuse tackle 
butted forward. Ken worked his feet, 
lunged in close, tried to heave the 
tackle aside. Stein hit hard behind a 
blocker. A pileup with Ken near the 
bottom. It happeried while he lay 
sideways. A fist slammed against his 
nose. Ken’s eyes watered, fear ran 
along his spine. Oh, my God, the 
nose! 

He stumbled up, conscious of the 
blood streaming from the injured 
nose, and Bendine jeered: “Like that 
sock?” It had been’ Bendine’s work, 
Ken knew, but there was no time to 
lose. He grabbed his nose with one 
hand. Then to the consternation of the 
fans, he ran straight up the middle 
of the field toward the nearby locker 
rooms. Fear gave wings to his feet. 
He didn’t hear the boo’s rolling down 
from the Chenango fans. The_nose, 
the nose! Was it still there, still in 
good shape? 

Into the silent, echoing locker room. 
Cold water from the tap to stanch the 
flow of blood, to ease the dull ache. 
Fearfully he approached the wall 
mirror, stared at his face. The nose 
still in place. The flesh puffed, 
bloody but in place. Like the release 
of impounded water through flood 
gates, fear rushed out of his body. 
And there was a job to do out there, 
he remembered. A couple of jobs to 
do. 
As he ran down the sideline Syra- 
cuse punted out-of-bounds deep in 
Raider territory. “On my own,” Ken 
thought, and without reporting to 
Dan Taylor he raced in and replaced 


Voght. 
He faced B 





endine in the huddle. 
“Say something,” Ken sald. — 
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Bendine growled: “You still got 
your nose on, pret—” 

Ken moved. A left hand uppercut to 
Bendine’s chin then the sure, hard, 
long-delayed right cross to Ben- 
dine’s middle. Mouth open in amaze- 
ment Bendine sat down hard. The 
referee pushed inside the huddle, de- 
manded: “What’s the trouble?” 

“Only a family quarrel,” Ken 
assured him. He shook one fist in 
Bendine’s face. “We’re even. If you 
get in my way again—” They were 
staring at him, surprised, confounded 
by the change. “Crossover pass,” 
Ken snapped at Waring. “Make it 
good or I'll be back to belt you next!” 

“Cripes, it’s awake,” Buzz said ad- 
miringly. “Use your wings.” 

Wings on Ken’s feet. Oh, he had 
been awake and watchful from his 
bench-seat. Fake the wingback, cross 
into the bucket. Avoid Buck Pallison 
crossing over to drag Meeker, the 
safety, off the trail. Suicide to sling 
a pass from the twenty-yard line? A 
surprise move. 

There came the ball, long and high. 
Ken notched up the speed, jumped. 
He made a one-hand catch, hit the 
ground, and almost careened across 
the sideline. Then he lit out, the roar 
of the Chenango eens sweet music 
in his ears. 

Meeker angled over. Ken figured 
rapidly, knew they would meet near 
the Syracuse thirty-yard line. Two 
ways to play it. Fake and duck 
around. Smash through. He bulleted 
forward as Meeker closed in. Gath- 
ering himself for the all-out try as 
Meeker slowed, Ken suddenly slid 
to a stop. 


UT OF nowhere roared Buck 
Pallison. He clamped a block on 
the surprised Meeker and Ken 
stormed into the flat, raced to the 
end zone. Teammates raced = up, 
thumped his back. Buck Pallison, 
_ grin-a mile wide, shouted: “Knew 
you could use some help! So I cut 
over!” 
Frinkle came in on the hop, booted 


the extra point that knotted the - 


score at seven-seven. The stadium 
was in an uproar. Hoarse cheers 
song down from the tiered seats, 
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over-whelmed the men. 

On the kickoff, Syracuse roared 
back to the forty- -yard line. The 
quarterback eyed Ken in the flat, 
stooped and gave the orders. The 
slant, of course. Ken slammed across 
the line, faked once to the outsdie, 
then swerved in close. He belted 
Meeker for a loss. Long, prolonged 
cheering. 


The next play started like a slant. 
Ken crashed in. Then, deft as a 
dancer, he sidestepped the first 
blocker, slid wider and deeper. Sure, 
the in-and-out run again because he 
had lulled the Syracuse quarterback 
into thinking he was a crasher like 
Voght. À 

The next blocker pounded up. Ken 
stretched out his hands, grabbed the 
blocker’s shoulders and rode with the 
block. Meeker still ran to the outside. 
Near the sideline, Ken slid to a stop, 
danced, then cut around the final 
blocker. Meeker had delayed his cut 
too long. Ken lowered his shoulders 
and tackled hard. Roaring cheers and 
teammates pounding his back and 
screaming encouragement. 

Third down and nineteen yards to 
gain at midfield. Pass, and you could 
feel the tension running through the 
crowd. Ken crept in closer, warned 
Bendine: “You better move in fast 
or else!” 

The snap. Ken left his plac: like 
a sprinter. Blockers eased back to 
protect Meeker on the pass. Ken 
slammed through. A blocker leaned 
in and Ken drove over the top, came 
down on Meeker. His hands slapped 
the ball. He tumbled to the ground, 
rolled over, and sat up. 

Out ahead of Ken and behind the 
fallen Meeker, lumbered the towering 
Bendine. Screening him from 
blockers, ran Buck Pallison and Col- 
grave. They fended off two desperate 
Syracuse tacklers, convoyed Bendine 
safely into the end zone. 

Pandemonium among the Chenango 
stands. The long, roaring, rolling 


cheers cascading down across the 
gridiron. The lowering sun and the 
long shadows crawling across the 
field. Exultant, victory-mad Raiders 
storming at the grim Syracuse offense 
and then—the gun banged. Victory, 


A 









RED FOR COURAGE 53 


Chenango 14, Syracuse 7. 


MADHOUSE inside the locker 

room. Noise and back slapping 
and excited chatter. Dan Taylor 
strode over to Ken, grasped his hand, 
and growled hoarsely: “You found it 
when we needed it, fellow.” 

Ken said: “I always had it.” 

“Why'd you run to the dressing 
rooms when you got hit in the nose?” 
Dan asked curiously. ; 

“Stage fright,” Ken said. “There 
I was out there in front of that crowd, 
eating cherries and—” 

“Eating cherries!” 

“Sure, gulping whole handfuls 
down. Then they must have seen me 
and I had to get out of there.” 

“Just a second-hand cherry eater,” 
Kinnard drawled, and winked. 

A short, stubby man pushed through 
the mob. Riker Best, Chenango ’23, 
red-faced, wild-eyed. He wrung Ken’s 
hand chortled: “You saved the day, 
Kenny boy! What a man! Didn’t I 
tell Dan he should ought to give you 
‘another try?” Best glanced around 
for approving nods, turned to Ken 
again. “Have dinner with me at the 
Inn tonight, Kenny old boy! Wait’ll 
I tell the gang how I sent you here! 
Wow!” : 

When Riker Best shoved off, Kin- 
nard asked curiously: “Who’s the old 
duck that wen the game for us, pal?” 

“My ex-boss,” Ken said. That’s all 
there was to it. No sinecure for him in 
February. You could go it alone and— 
then he stepped. Go what alone? 
Hadn’t Buck Pallison, playing way 
over his head, come up from the ruck 
and bopped off Meeker so Ken could 
score? Hadn’t Bendine been there 
to grab the batted pass and hadn’t 
Colgrave and Buck escorted him over 
the goal line for the win? And Frin- 
kle coming in to boot home the badly 
needed extra points. But that was 
enough. Some things yeu might play 
alone, but it took team spirit and 
cooperation to win on the gridiron. 

Mel Stein and Kinnard and Ken 
strolled out into the crisp dusk. In 
the West, the sun sank behind the 
rimmed hills. Blood red, the color of 
‘guts and the Raiders. 

Stein asked: “Whatever happened 


under the shedding trees. 


to that blonde you were squiring 
Ken?” : 

Ken grinned. What did a blonde 
matter? “Left me ‘in the lurch when 
I went sour,” he explained. 

Kinnard drawled: “Mel, you think 
we ought to wise him up?” ` 

“Sure,” Stein agreed. 

“Tt was this way,” Kinnard ex- 
plained as they entered Willow Walk 
along the campus lake. “We figured 
you were protecting some kind of an 
injury. So we came up to lend you 
a hand. First off, we-couldn’t figure 
what it was so I led off with that 
frame-up story about me cracking up 
in a plane and taking my mind off 
the crash by eating cherries, see?” 

“It helped some,” Ken agreed, and 
asked Stein: “That fairy tale you told 
about the player at Dartmouth or 
Harvard. That kosher?” 


“Yes,” Stein said, and grinned. 
“Guess I better tell you the rest of it. 
You see, we figured you must have 
had some kind of a face injury ia 
the Pacific. You were interested in 
my story, not Kin’s. Then your face 
tipped us off. Hell, we saw a lot of 
facial plastic jobs in our sector and 
figured that perfect nose of yours 
and the way you kept fingering your 
nose was the tipoff. What you didn’t 
remember, Ken, was that those facial 
jobs are tough. So—I smacked you 
in the nose that time on the cross- 
buck.” 

“Not Bendine,” Ken said, turning 
the facts around in his mind.. 

“No, he just happened to be on 
hand and crack wise,” 

So it had come out all right, Ken 
thought, Actually, he hadn’t been on 
his own in this. Not with Kinnard 
and Mel Stein around. But there was 
one more thing he had to do. 

He stepped close to Stein, jabbed. 
“Hey!” Stein ejaculated, and stum- 
bled backward, But Ken had jabbed 
quick and hard. His fist slammed 
against Stein’s nose. Blood ran out 
and Stein went down to the lake to 
rinse off the blood. 

“That,” Kinnard said when Stein 
returned, “is what I call poetic jus- 
tice. A blow-for-blow. Let’s go eat.” 

Arm in arm, they sauntered off 
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It was a long-shot chance that sports-writer Grant took, when he tried 
to operate on the Kalbion varsity — and it could just as easily wreck 
them beyond hope as straighten them out! 
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STOOD there in the office of 

Dean Ray Pollett, looking out the 
-€8 window with him. The Dean’s of- 
fice is in the fieldhouse and over- 
looks the football practice field. May- 
be you think that’s an extraordinary 
location for the office of a college 
dean. Well, Ray Pollett is an extra- 
ordinary dean. 

He’d been varsity coach at Kalbion 
up until six years ago when doctors 
advised him that football coaching 
was not compatible with the tricky 
heart he owned. The college had made 
him Dean but Ray Pollett’s love for 
football and genuine interest in all 
Kalbion men had never lessened. I 
began to absorb that fact the day I 
braced him about rumors of dissen- 
sion on the football squad and he 
phoned me to come over and see him. 

“They look like a lot of grief for 
other conference teams, all right,” I 
said. I nodded toward the thirty-odd 
huskies throwing and kicking foot- 
balls and running all over the prac- 
tice field. “But the best material in 
the world won’t make a ballclub if 
there’s pulling and hauling between 
the coach and the squad. What gives 
out here, Dean?” 

Pollett was gray-haired and he’d 
put on a little thickness through the 
waist, but his heavy-browed dark eyes 
were as keen as ever and he still 
owned the incisiveness at going 
straight to the core of a thing that I 
remembered from days when I pes- 
tered him for stuff to write up for 
the Kalbion Weekly Argus. : 

“A thing like this might not do Kal- 
bion any good, Grant,” he said. “You 
wouldnt want to cause your old 
school embarrassment over an ugly 
bit of publicity, Grant?” 

I was a hard boiled sports writer. 
There was no mushy sentiment in me. 
I kind of pitied the Dean for throw- 
ing out a line like that. - 

“Pm a newspaperman,” I shrugged. 
“PII print the facts.” 

“And let the pieces from the ex- 
plosion fall where they may,” Pol- 
lett murmured. “Your cynical air 





r that I don’t.” 





doesn’t portray the real Grant Wheat, 
though.” The Dean was silent a 
space of seconds, then nodded toward 
a lean, clean-cut guy down en the 
sideline of the practice field. “We do 
have a little problem,” Pollett admit- 
ted. “Maybe we need your help in 
solving’ it.” _ 

“What’s the problem?” I asked in 
a nasty tone. “And how do you figure 
a. cynical sports writer can help?” 

He’d gotten under my skin. The 
Dean had that knack of getting under 
a fellow’s skin. He didn’t appear to 
be aware of the nastiness. 

“Terry Moore,” Pollett said. “And 
Mort Shields and Jake Holk. They’re 
the problem, The answer to your sec- 
ond question is that I don’t know 
how, but I respect fully the power of 
the press.” 


g GAVE him a quick look. I could 
not tell whether he was ragging 
me or not. Before I could say any- 
thing the Dean went on. 

“Things that you’ve heard aren’t 
made up of whole cloth, Grant. 
Things aren’t good on our squad. 
Maybe that’s why Terry Moore is 
standing there on the sidelines now, 
trying to figure out what’s sour, in- 
stead of being at the varsity quarter- 
back spot where he belongs. A flut- 
tery undercurrent of tension has been 
present since the day equipment was 
issued, I sort of maneuvered Mort- 
Shields into leaving Terry in -charge 
of the squad while Mort attended the 
conference schedule meet, but it looks 
now as though I pulled a boner.” 

“Everything is as clear as pea soup,” 
I said. “Problem: Shields, Moore and 
Holk. Solution: you pulled a blooper 
in getting Shields to leave his pal in 
charge of practice. Nuts, Dean! Ac- 
cording to your own words, that gang 
down there is such a powerhouse that 
nothing in the conference can stop 
them, so why worry? Of course you 
may be a bit prejudiced. But it all 
doesn’t add up to this business that’s 
being freely bruited about by the boys 
who usually know.” 

Pollett said, “Suppose we go down 
and talk with Terry. You’re a trained 
reporter. Maybe you can see things 
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Terry Moore wore a frown that ac- 
centuated the bony angles of his face. 
He seemed lost in thought and didn’t 
hear the Dean and me until Pollett 
clapped him on the shoulder. 

“Do they look as good to you as 
they do to me, Terry, or does Grant 
here have the straight dope in writ- 
ing off my opinion as prejudiced?” 

The frown smoothed frem Moore’s 
face as he turned, but there remained 
a kind of worried puzzlement in his 
gray eyes. 

“You remember Grant Wheat, Ter- 
ry?” Pollett said. “Used to run the 
Argus. Now he’s sports editor on the 
biggest newspaper in Central City.” 

Terry shoved out his hand and I 
gripped it, grinning. “Same skinny 
nuisance that used to pester you guys 
for stuff to fill the Argus.” I said 
“What gives for my sheet? The 
Dean is playing some kind of game 
that I don’t get, but I’ll settle for 
enough stuff for my column,” 

It was a screwey thing to say and 
I don’t know why I said it. Just mak- 
ing conversation, I guess. Pollett 
flicked a glance at me then said 
blandly, “I phoned Grant to come out 
and see for himself that we’re going 
to be tough. With you running a T 
game, Fil even predict that we’ll give 
mighty Central Tech all they can 
handle,” 

Terry Moore’s clear gray eyes 
stabbed at the Dean and then at me. 
He fingered the whistle that hung 
from a thong around his neck and 
scuffed a cleated shoe in the turf. 
“It’s a beautiful dream,” he said. 

“Well, you’ve got one of your cagy 
big time rivals biting his nails, any- 
way,” I said. “I watched Central 
Tech’s workout yesterday. What will 
they do with Moore and all that gang 
he brought back with him? I see 
young Helk once in a while and he’s 
pretty confident that he’ll captain 
the first Kalbion team to beat us 
since before the War. Have they real- 
ly got so much? Will they play the 
same old power games? That’s the 

sort of pumping Tech’s head man 
. tried on me. He’s only been there a 
couple of years and doesn’t know I 
wouldn’t give him any tips that would 


go against us, Which reminds me, I ; 





don’t know the answers. Are we going 
to shift to the T game? Mort Shields 
has stuck to the double wing game 
that the Dean coached.” 


ees RAN a hand through his 
soot-black hair and the frown on 
his bony face deepened. 

“Look,” he said. “Shields is the 
coach. I’m just a guy dumb enough to 
get talked into a spot that he wants 
no part of. I’m nominally in charge 
while Shields is gone, but Shields is 
coach. I’m not making any statements 
on what we’re going to do, or have, 
or anything. Get your dope frem 
Shields.” 

I didn’t miss the formality of the 
‘Shields’ instead of the more famifiar 
‘Mort’. I began to be interested. Ray 
Pollett hadn’t just been clicking his 
molars when he said that this situa- 
tion needed help. 

“I'd figured on giving tomorrow’s 
column with an early plug for you as 
All Conference quarterback again? 
Supported by the juggernaut the 
Dean forecasts, you can’t miss.” 

Terry grunted, eyed Pollett. You 
could almost see his mind working. 
He thought he’d spotted the ‘game’ 
Pollett was playing. 

“You'd stick your neck out on some- 
thing a country mile from probabili- 
ty,” Terry said. Then to Pollett more 
than to me, “Doggone it, I’ve already 
told you how I feel. I’m twenty-six 
years old. I put in an extra eighteen 
months after the Nips quit because I ` 
happened to be in a spot where the 
Occupation Forces needed my ser- 
vices. It was a responsible job. I’m 
not bragging, I’m just telling you so 
you'll know that I didn’t come back 
to college just to revel in kid stuff, 
Fact is, football doesn’t have any 
great appeal for me anymore.” 

Terry Moore turned abruptly and 

walked toward the players out on the 
field. Pollett stared after him. 
‘ “What goes on around here, any- 
way?” I said. “Terry Moore didn’t 
used to be afflicted with big-shot- 
itis.” 

“He isn’t now.” Pollett sighed 
gloomily. “You miss the point of 
things, Grant, and that crack about 
me playing a game didn’t help, either. 
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You’ve got to help. Things are liable 
to explode any day and it won’t be 
only a good football squad that gets 
ruined.” 

“PIL buy,” I said. “I’m ready to do 
anything I can. Give out. I smell a 
story.” 

“There’s a story, all right,” Pollett 
admitted. “I trust you a a Kalbion 
man not to break it until it’s worked 
out for the good of the men concerned 
—and for Kalbion.” 5 ; 

I nodded. Pollett looked out to- 
ward the men on the field. 

“Terry Moore and Mort Shields 
were reommates and friends back in 
1941,” he said. “They were both Sen- 
iors, only Mort was headed for medi- 
cal school and an M. D. That’s what 
he should have done, he’s the type to 
make a good doctor and it’s been his 
ambition all along. I’ve sat in their 
rooms and talked with them about my 
retiring from coaching and Terry tak- 
ing over when he graduated. But Ter- 
ry was in R.O.T.C. and he enlisted in 
the Marines a day or two after Pearl 
Harbor. Mort Shields tried to follow 
him but a football knee kept Mort 
from getting into any of the services.” 


OLLETT STOPPED again and 
his gaze went out toward Terry 
Moore and he heaved a sigh. 

“Mort and Terry kidded how after 
Mort got his M.D., Terry would give 
him a job as team physician so he 
wouldn’t starve. But it didn’t work 
out that way. Mort gave up his medi- 
cal studies and took over the coach- 
. ing jeb when’I retired. Mort did a 
job in keeping football alive when 
we had scarcely enough men to field 
a team, and he turned out a better- 
than-fair squad last year when ma- 
terial came back, but—well, Mort 
just isn’t cut out for coaching. His 
heart isn’t in it, really. 

“He stubbornly refuses to change 
the type of offense he learned under 
me. Not that I hold any particular 
brief for the T over a double wing 
system, but it’s further evidence that 
Mort is allowing himself to be gov- 
erned by a resentful jealousy that I 
doubt he knows holds him. Terry 
and the boys that followed him to 
Kalbion from the Marines played the 
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T game, you see. Terry Moore isn’t. 
consciously aware of the restless irri- 
tation he owns, either. Also, Captain 
Jake Holk comes into the picture.” 

I said, “Where?” 

“It’s all in the same pattern, Grant. 
Holk was the quarterback last year. 
Terry may honestly believe that foot- 
ball has lost its appeal for him, but it 
hasn’t. Why is he back here? But 
with the sourness that’s eating him: 
the natural rivalry, and maybe appre- 
hension that Holk feels—well, there’s 
the crux of the rumors you've heard.” 

Pollett sighed again. 

“I’m responsible for the suggestion 


to Mort that he leave Terry in charge. 
I thought it might be an opening 
wedge toward smoothing out things. 
But Holk has taken it wrong. The 
whole situation is like a keg of dy- 
namite.” 


I leoked out toward Terry Moore. 
He kicked at the turf like a guy who 
is sore at the world would. He blew 
a blast on his whistle. 

“All right,” he said. “Blue team | 
take the ball on the forty. Use the 
same stuff we tried yesterday.” 


<7 2 F 


Te BLUE team ran a play that 


was intended to be a forward 

stemming from a fake off- 
tackle slant. It was smeared for a 
loss. 

“You started fading too soon,” Ter- 
ty said to a swarthy, thick-shoul- 
dered lad in the Blue backfield. “Try 
it again and take it cool. There's 
nothing magic about the T game. 
Ball handling and catching the other 
guys before they’re set, that’s all 
there is to it.” 

I could see the grim scowl on the 
face ef Captain Jake Holk. The very 
set of his shoulders was rebellious as 
he squatted behind the center, He 
barked, “Heh!” and the snapback 
spatted into his hands. 

The guards and center blecked sta- 
tionary. Holk pivoted, faked a hand- 
off to a halfback and swung in behind 
the other as the decoy swerved at the 


_line and drove for the flank. Holk 








} 
‘ 


knock ’em for a loop . . a 
_ Terry took the center's snap and 
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clumsily began drifting backward be- 
fore he’d taken three steps. A big 
tackle in a dirty white jersey reare 

up in the second team line and bel- 


‘lowed, “Pass!” and charged after 


Holk. 

The White secondary tacked onto 
eligible Blue men as they sifted 
through. Every receiver was covered 
as Holk drew back his arm, sought 
a target. The big tackle swarmed al 
over Holk. He buried the varsity cap- 
tain eight yards behind the line of 
scrimmage. 


“You faded too soon again,” Terry 


said. “You tipped the defense what 


- was coming.” 


“Nobody can cover a screwey thing 
like that,” Holk growled. “The de- 
fense is bound to know it’s a phoney.” 

“Not if the fake is carried out 
properly.” 

Holk glared, said defiantly, “Sup- 
pose you show us how it’s done—on 
the White team!” 

Nobody missed the challenge in 
Holk’s tone. Men in white jerseys 
eyed Terry expectantly. You could 
feel the tension. Tamlin, Jarvor, Orr, 
Mazurka, the big tackle—men that 
had gone through things with Terry. 
The big black-haired guy was no more 
than human. He accepted Holk’s chal- 
lenge. 

I saw him look over the White team 
and it suddenly struck me that every 
member of the scrubs but one was a 
man who had followed Terry Moore 
to Kalbion. Shields hadn’t utilized 
a one of them on his varsity. 

“Right,” Terry said. “Pete, how 
about the guard job that Rollins has 
and giving me a spot in your back- 
field?” : 

“Check.” Pete Orr grinned as Terry 
slipped on a white jersey. “I like it 
better up there where things happen, 
anyway.” 


HE WHITES huddled and there 

was an abrupt surge of something 
in the chatter of Terry’s mates as they 
snapped into formation. 


“Here’s where we dish it out—these 


monkies have shoved us around too 
much—you call ’em, Terry, we'll 


? 
. 








coach were as cold and gray as old 
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faked expertly to Tamlin, cutting in 
fast from the right. The feigned 
handoff was good enough that a Blue 
lineman lunged at Tamlin as the 
White back bent low and drove for 
the hole Mazurka had made off- 
tackle. Terry was right at Tamlin’s 
hip. The Blue secondary converged 
toward the threatened spot. 

At the last second’s fraction before 
he followed Tamlin into the hole, 


“Terry socked his cleats into the turf, 


shifted his weight and back-pedalled 
five steps while his gaze swept the 
field. 

Jarvor had sneaked around the op- 
poste flank and circled unseen in be- 
hind the defensive back who now 
charged frantically to cover. Mazur- 
ka had knifed through and was bar- 
reling across into the same area. 
Terry cocked his arm and wafted a 
soft spiral across the field. 

The ball settled into the basket that 
Jarvor made of his hands. Mazurka’s 
block removed the threat of the de- 
fensive Blue back as Jarvor streaked 
downfield, but Holk angled across 
from safety and had Jarvor pinned to 
the sideline. Then a shout cut 
through the air. 

“Flip me that thing, Jarv!” : 
Pete Orr had blocked long enough 
to give his backs the needed time and 
then highballed downfield. He was 
about three yards behind Jarvor and 
ten yards.toward the center of the 
field. Without a second’s hesitation, 
as though the play had_been planned 
that way, Jarvor shevelled an under- 
hand pass across to Orr. The next 
instant Jarvor slammed a full body 
block into Holk that knocked the 

captain cleanly out of the play. 

Pete Orr galloped twenty-eight 
yards and put the oval down behind 
the goal line and sat on it.” 

“That’s how it’s done, Holk!” Orr 
chortled raucously. 

Terry Moor picked up the football 
and tossed it to Holk, “You try it 
again this time,” Terry said. 

That was when I became aware 
that a tense figure stood beside me 
there on the sideline. I looked around 
into the scowling face of Mort 
Shields. The blue eyès of Kalbion’s 
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pewter. I started to say something 
-to Shields but just then Holk slapped 
the football to the ground and 
glared angrily at Terry. 

“Tve had enough,” Holk spat. 
“There’s going to be a showdown 
right now!” 

Players looked at each other, looked 
at the captain and then at Terry. 
The squad gathered around the pair. 
Pollett laid a hand on Mort Shields’ 
said, “Easy does it, Mort. 
Maybe—” 

“Quiet!” Shields silenced the Dean. 

Out on the field Terry said, “I 
don’t follow you, Holk. What’s your 
beef?” 

“Oh, I’ve got no beef!” Sarcasm 
, dropped from Holk’s words. “I’m only 
the captain of the team, why should 
I beef! Don’t think that us ordinary 
guys aren’t properly impressed by 
having the boon of the great Terry 
Moore’s_ presence!” Holk glared 
around the white-jerseyed team and 
added, “And his stooges! Oh, my, 
yes!” 


ERRY LOOKED down sharply 

at the stocky captain. “You're 
about as far off the ball as you could 
get,” Terry said. “Schoolkid jealousy 
won't get anybody anything. We’re 
all supposed to be out here for one 
thing—to give Kalbion the best ball- 
club we can.’ 

“Ts that sticky, coming from you!” 
Holk sneered. “If everything is 
sweetness and light and all for dear 
old Kalbion, where do you get off 
inaugurating an offense that’s exactly 
opposite from the stuff Coach taught 
last year? Kalbion always has played 
a double wing.” 

“Things change. We’ve got the 
material for the T game and—” 

“—The great Terry Moore would 
be in the key spot,” Holk cut in. 
“We've got the same power that we 
had last year. Coach hasn’t said any- 
thing to me about a shift in system. 
We beat teams that played the T. I 
don’t believe he intends to change.” 

“Every team that uses the T 
doesn’t automatically win all their 
games,” Terry said. “Pm only claim- 


ing that our material is better, suited. 
to the T pm: 


“That lucky touchdown doesn’t 
prove a thing,” Holk said tightly. 
“Over a stretch of a game, we’d wear 
your fancy stuff to a frazzle. You’d 


be a setup without a steady ground 


ame.” 

“Well for Pete’s sake, who said you 
didn’t need a running game!” Terry 
snorted impatiently. “And you need 
power to force the defense to play 


` tight before you can use open stuff. 


That’s part of the T game. You're 
acting like a surly kid, Holk. I tell 
you that Shields will—” 

“Shields will go along with the 
game he’s always played and taught!” 

Everybody jerked around at the 
interruption. Mort Shields > strode 
angrily toward the knot of players. 
I followed eagerly. Dean Pollett hesi- 
tated, then came slowly after us. 

“T’ve been watching this whole per- 
formance,” Shields said. “I can’t say 
that it has contributed anything to 
our progress. I advise you all to for- 
get that it took place.” 

Again Pollett laid a hand on the 
Coach’s arm, said, “Terry was only 
carrying out what he thought you 
wanted.” 

Shields shook off the Dean’s hand, 
gave him a cold glare. 

“Maybe you figured this would 
happen when you suggested that I 
leave him in charge,” Shields said. 
“You’ve stuck your bill into my busi- 
ness too much, Pollett. If you’re in 
with Moore in this rotten thing, I’m 
glad to be forewarned!” | 

That - knocked the props from 
under ‘the Dean. He stared at Shields 
with pained hurt in his eyes, gulped 
and looked helplessly at me. 

“Do something, Grant,” he said in 
an undertone. “Anything to break 
down this thing.” 

I guess all newspapermen own an 
overdeveloped sense of drama. This 
was drama. And besides, right at the 
moment I could think of nothing to | 
do. 

“Are you off your nut!” Terry 
eyed Shields. “The Dean isn’t in on 
anything. There isn’t anything to be 
in on. I don’t get this at all.” 

“And I don’t get your wasting time 
trying to teach my team something 
that we won’t use!” 
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“But—but we’ve discussed changing 
to a T! You agreed that the T game 
has advantages over the double wing. 
You—” K 

“I gave you credit for realizing 
that a coach chooses the type of game 
his team plays,” Shields cut in. “I 
don’t propose to sacrifice the hours 
we spent last year during spring prac- 
tice in perfecting our timing. We are 
not making any change in our offen- 
sive pattern!” 

Shields stood there-a second’s space 
staring defiantly at Terry Moore. 
Then the:coach waved a hand toward 
the fieldhouse. 

“Everyone in,” he said. “Practice 
is over,” 


T’S KIND of funny what a college 
à campus does to a fellow. I’d been 
out of college since ’40 and I’d done 
my hitch in the Navy and there had 
mever been any urge on my part to 
go back to the old campus after I was 
discharged. In fact, aside from the 
final conference game that I covered 
at Kalbion Field last November, this 
«was the first time I’d been back since 
graduation. But now while I walked 
slowly over campus walks, a hard-to- 
define something seemed to creep 
into my blood. 

I suppose it was long dormant habit 
that made me stroll toward Adminis- 
tration Hall, It was the oldest, the 
first campus building. For years it 
hadn’t housed a classroom but it was 
a busy place all the same, Extra cur- 
ricular activities were mostly given 
homes in Ad. Hall. The Kalbion Argus 
was there. I was thinking of other 
days when I’d hurried along these 
same walks, getting to the old build- 
ing to pound out stuff for the Argus. 

Then I was thinking of the old 
steel wagon tire that someone had 
hung in the areaway back in horse- 
and-buggy days. They had wanted 
something to make noise with after 
the team won a game. Nobody knew 
how long the wagon tire had 
hung there, but everyone tried to get 
to the tire to bang it after we won a 

fame, and let the world know that 
albion reigned supreme. 

Sometimes the steel circle was 


_ banged for other reasons, too. Like 


when the Frosh wanted to signal 
defiance to the Sophs before the Class 
Games. The wagon tire was one of 
those things that grow into tradition 
on a college campus. But nobody 
ever banged it just for fun; there was 
always somebody who knew why it 
clanged. < 


It suddenly occurred to me that I’d 
never whanged the thing. 

From thoughts like that it wasn’t 
far to get back to Mort Shields and 
Terry Moore, I’d phoned my stuff in 
to the sports desk and my head was 
full of the vague outline of a plan 
to help Dean Pollett pull things into 
line. But before I gave the Dean the 
plan, I wanted to get Mort Shields’ 
side of the business. 


Td called his rooming house and 
been informed that he wouldn’t be 
in for half an hour. I was killing the 
time with this campus stroll. I passed 
the College Hospital and I thought 
of the day when an anxious group of 
students had huddled outside the 
entrance waiting to hear how bad 
Mort Shields was injured. I remem- 
bered that Terry Moore had been 
about nuts because the docs wouldn’t 
let him in to see Shields. Then the 
great relief of all of us when a doctor 
finally came out and announced that 
Shields would be okay, that he had 
a badly twisted knee but that he’d 
regained consciousness and there was 
no skull fracture. 


I remembered that Mort Shields 
had got knocked cold when he threw 
a block that took two tacklers out of 
the way and enabled Terry Moore to 
score the touchdown that had won a 
ballgame. 

Sure a guy gets a perspective on 
things like that after he’s been out of 
school and bumped around. I'd 
thought I was all over it. But I'll be 
darned if I didn’t find myself think- 
ing of the Shield-Moore-Holk thing in 
a kind of die-for-dear-old-Rutgers 
spirit. Like I said, it’s kind of funny 
what a college campus does to you. 

I had just about time to make 
Shields’ room now, I tried to rid my 
mind of any prejudice and approach 
this interview objectively. I was a re- 
porter, wasn’t I? 
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ORT SHIELDS let me down WOULDN'T have missed Kalbion 

with a great big wallop. practice the next day for any- 

“I don’t have any statement of any thing. But I watched at first from the 

kind to make,” he said when I ex- window ‘in Pollett’s office. Rusty, 

plained that I wanted both sides. the cocky, tough-eyed staff camera 

“You were out there and you saw man I’d sent, was out on the field 

what happened. Moore is out to gain before Shields showed up. Following 

his own ends and the hell with any- the directions Id given, Rusty sought 
one that stands in his road. Maybe out Terry Moore. Rusty told me ` 


you can get a yarn from Moore.” afterward what took place before I 
“Now, wait a minute,” I saìd. “You got there. oa ; 
talk like you figure everyone is after | I'm from the Times,” Rusty said. 
your scalp. After all, I’m a Kalbion “The boss sent me out to get some 
man and—” action shots for a spread he’s giving 


“Hah! The Old Alma Mater ap- Jon ERYS Sunday. 3 ý 
proach, is it? That stuff went out Glad to oblige. Terry said. “But 
with noseguards!” you’ve got the wrong man. You want 


T URE Teci inthe Teast Dit sheep: "Oure Deda ciate vou?” 
ish. I. only felt kind of sorry for “That’s right” i A 
Shields. I said, “I’m going to stick : 
with this brawl until I learn the score, 
Shelds. If you don’t want to play ball, 
nice, Pll dig it out anyway.” 

“Okay. So what am I supposed to 
do, play chimes?” ess 

ee „4 goes? 

I eyed Kalbion’s coach a space. I'd “T only use the flash bulbs,” Rusty 
graduated when he was a Junior and Said. “The boss told me to get shots 
I'd never been exactly a pal of his. of you and Tamlin and Jarvor and- 
But this didn’t seem like the Shields Orr and Mazurka and—well, the gang 
I remembered as an undergraduate. that wore white in the scrimmage yes- 

“You know the old wagon tire be- terday.” 
hind Ad Hall?” I asked. , Terry eyed Rusty a long moment 

He looked at me as though he then shrugged. “You ought to know 
thought I was nuts. “What’s that got what you want,” Terry said. “But 


“Then you’re the guy I want. You 
and the lads that were on the White 
team in yesterday’s workout.” 

Terry Moore had given Rusty a 
penetrating look, asked, “What 


to do with anything you’ve said?” Shields is coach. You'll have to get 
“Listen a few minutes after I leave, his okay. ; 

Shields. I’m declaring myself in on | Rusty was busy catching Terry 

this clambake.” passing and Pete Orr stretching for 


` passes and Mazurka charging with 
as Toft pis plage and walked over to. fierce expression and Tamlin and the 
pound sledge that was chained to the aT E I enw Mort Shows 
stanchion that supported the wagon emërge from the fieldijanss. Ibest it 

down fast. I got on the field in time 


tire. I banged the steel circle a re- , £ 
sounding belt and a clang rolled ae E Ruèty-what 


across the campus and I somehow felt « ” “ 
better.” I ace Dean Pollett’s dig- Greetings, Cencky? baat <2 
gings and I didn’t tell him that I'd 
been to see Shields. I didn’t explain He acometida? the mMeanin 
about banging the tire, either. atthis” pe demanded E 
But I did outline the little plan “Ts that a nice tone to use to a man 
that had been forming in my nut. The who is going to give your squad a 
-Dean thought it all over a minute or spread of publicity? Rusty i is follow- 


you hear the wagon tire clang last 
night?” 


two then sighed, ing my request that he get pics for 
“TIl back you, Grant,” he said. “It a feature on Kalbion football.” 
looks as though Peete measures Mort Shields gave me a hard look. 


are in order.” _. “You're getting a peculiar repre- 











sentation of Kalbion football,” he 
said. “These men are not first string- 
ers. 

“Could be that’s what the feature 
will point out,” I said. “Tamlin was 
All State in high school before he 
enlisted and he saw a lot of play last 
year on a good Marine team: Jarvor 
had two years experience in the 
Southern Conference before he went 
into service: Mazurka was darn near 
a unanimous selection as an All 
choice when he played on a Big Ten 
Navy trainee team in ’44; Pete Orr 
has been recognized by experts as a 
potential star on any team. Not to 
say anything about Terry Moore. Yet 
these men are second stringers on 
your ballclub. Looks as though there 
is a story here, Coach.” 


HIELDS JERKED a glare to- 

ward Terry Moore then swivel- 
led his gaze to me. “This Whole 
thing smells,” Shields said. Hy 
dare print a real story, Wheat, TH 
give you one!” 

I shrugged. I’d poked around some 
among the typewriter brethern in the 
city that morning. I knew some things 
that Shields didn’t know I knew. 


“If you mean the malarkey you’ve 
hinted at about Moore being out to 
undermine you for your job,” I said, 
“forget it. It you had brains enough 
to keep your ears apart you’d have 
traced that down to a gent on the 
Central Tech coaching staff. It’s 
pure propaganda. They’re trying 
to—” 


“Get out!” Shields was tight-lipped. 
“And take this camera guy with you. 
I’m, running my ballclub and I won’t 
have outsiders barging in with any 
crazy lies!” 

“Do you care to be quoted on that, 
Shields?” I was getting sore. This 
guy was something. “It couldn’t be 
that you’re hiding things? Fans 
would be interested to know why such 
men as Meore, Tamlin, Grr, Mazurka 
and these other guys are on your 
second team.” 

Shields just glared. I admit that 
right then I felt a little uneasy. I’d 
been so sure that Shields would see 





- looked- 
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“I warned you that I was going to 
break this, one way or another,” I said 
grimly, “It happens that a certain 
grand old gent is a friend of mine and 
if I have to bludgeon you with pub- 
licity to make you see the light, I’ll 
do it. The yarn could be messy, 
Shields. It’s in your lap whether you 
take it the hard way.” - 

He gave me a nasty look. “What 
are you talking about? I’ve got noth- 
ing to hide. “Moore and his men have 
got what they deserve.” 

“Let it pass whether you’ve given 
them a fair shake, Shields. I’ll make 
you a sporting proposition.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Since you have nothing to hide, 
and you’re convinced that your coach- 
ing is getting the best out of the ma- 
terial you have, you can’t lose. My 
proposition is simply this: play your 
varsty a full-game scrimmage aganst 
these men you’ve shunted to the dog- 
house. If your varsity takes ’em, that’s 
it. I won’t run a line of the story. 
If they take your varsity, then you 
agree that they will be- given op- 
portunity to show in a regular game 
and TIl wait and spring the stuff 
after the Central Tech game and 
make it read as though keeping them 
under cover was delibeate strategy on 
your part.” 

“And if I ignore such a crazy 
proposition?” 

“Then IIl peel the hide off you as 
a mule-headed, petty martinet who is 
tossing out the window the best foot- 
ball material in Kalbion history!” 

Red flushed beneath the fair skin 
of Shields’ face then he whirled on 
Terry Moore. 

“A beautiful job yowve engin- 
eered,” he gritted. “I’m coach of this 
squad and I refuse to be railroaded 
into any promises, But get your pre- 
cious crew together and we’ll show 
you that you don’t rate more than 
scrubs!” 


Zir 


HERE WAS a grimness about 
the White team as they lined 


aps for we kickoff, ee Moers 
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ally, I could think of a thousand 
things I’d rather be doing than refer- 
eeing this clambake. På been sur- 
prised that Shields agreed when 
Terry suggested that I officiate. I 
shrilled my whistle and Mazurka 
plunked a foot into the ball and the 
Whites chattered fight talk. 

“Who gets the tackle!. . .Pin their 
ears back!. . .Smack ‘em down. . .” 

Jake Holk took the kickoff and got 
to the eighteen before a White tack- 
ler knifed through the interference 
and smeared him. 

“Here’s where we start taking em 
apart,” Pete Orr shouted. “Show ’em 
what don’t make ’em tick!” 

The varsity hepped into a double 
wing frém the huddle and they 
poured a power drive at Mazurka’s 
tackle. The big Polish lad was a lot of 
tackle, but two blockers gave him the 
high-low treatment and Holk rammed 
through the hole. He went for six 
yards before he was spilled. 

“So we're going to be taken apart!” 

“How’d it be if we showed you birds 
what does make us tick!” 

The Blues came smoothly from the 
huddle and ran what started like 
another tackler smash. Then sud- 
denly the play unwound into a re- 
verse and the ballcarrier was around 
the opposite flank and into the clear 
before the Whites spotted him. For 
a moment it looked as though he was 
loose for an all-the-way jaunt. Terry 
Moore was the only man he had to 
beat. The black-haired guy nailed the 
ballcarrier on the White thirty. 

“What’s going on!” Pete Orr bel- 
lowed. “These monkies can’t do that 
to us!” 

But the varsity ground steadily 
over the chalkmarks. They got a first 
down on the twelve. Terry called a 
time-out. I hung around their huddle 
because I was interested. 

“Were disorganized,” Terry said. 
“We underrated them and we're 
pressing so much we’ve lost our edge. 
Relax. Take it cool.” 

The White line must_have relaxed 
or something. When time was in 
they smothered an off-tackle smash 
on the first play. Then Pete Orr 


broke through and hashed an attempt- . 
ed spinner. The Blues rolled their 
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power at Mazurka again. The big 
Polski hand-fought blockers rode 
with the interference and forced the 
ballcarrier into Tamlin’s arms. 

Fourth down and seven, 

“Watch it, gang,” Terry warned. 
“They may have something fancy.” 

The Blues tried nothing more 
fancy than their off-tackle standby. 
Mazurka and Tamlin teamed to spill 
Holk on the five and the White’s 
took possession of the ball. ° 

“Now we go,” Orr yipped. “Pin 
back the ears of these monkies!” 


IERRY MOORE had always been 

a smart play-picker. He sized up 
the Blues’ six-two-two-one defense 
and saw that they were playing a 
loosely-spread secondary but not 
deep, as though they expected the 
Whites to unravel a pass even that 
deep in their own territory. 

Terry called a quick opener. 

The T specialty hit like a coach’s 
dream. Jarvor carried and cracked 
through the slit that Orr made and 
Mazurka knifed across and mopped 
up the immediate backer-up. Jarvor 
cannonballed over the twenty yard 
stripe before they knocked him off 
his feet. 

“Same thing again,” Terry ordered 
in the huddle. 

It went for a first down on the 
thirty-two. The White secondary 
tightened, crept in a step or two. 
Terry gauged the defensive pattern, 
sent Tamlin into the same spot on a 
spin buck. Tamlin made six yards. 
Terry took over himself, slanted off 
as though hitting at the tackle then 
cut back into the guard spot and it 
was another first down on the forty- 
three. 

“We’re on our way,” Orr yelped. 
“Give us room, you coach’s pets!” 

Now Terry had the Blue defense 


„set up. He uncorked the fake tackle 


smash and it was executed so neatly 
that he had me expecting another 
cutback when he suddenly faded and 
I had to scramble out of the way. 
Jarvor was again downfield behind 
the defensive halfback but this time 
Jarvor had company. Holk had diag- 
nosed the play. He went up in the air 
with Jarvor, battled with him for 
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the ball. Jarvor’s longer reach enabled 
him to rake in the pigskin, but Holk 
nailed Jarvor immediately. The var- 
sity captain was fighting. 

Terry mixed the White suks can- 
nily, hit at the line then flipped 
passes and they worked the ball to 
the seven with a yard needed on 
fourth down. The- touchdown play 
was a honey. Smooth. 

“Itll be a lateral to the man-in- 
motion,” Terry said in the huddle. 
“We've got to have this yard, Tam.” 


Tamlin masked his part well- 
enough but Holk had diagnosed the 
play to a T. He angled wide with 
Tamlin as the pass was made. He 
would have dropped Tamlin for no 
gain, or maybe a loss, except that Orr 
yelled for the ball and Tamlin heaved 
a second lateral across to Orr even 
as Holk’s arms were around him. 
Pete Orr rammed all the way for the 
touchdown. 

They might as well have called it 
a day right then. 

The Blues took Mazurka’s kickoff, 
couldn’t get anywhere with their 
offense and punted. Now the Whites 
found the going different. Jake Holk 
was a one-man gang. The Blues 
forced Terry’s team to punt and there 
was the pattern for the rest of the 
scrimmage. 

I’m telling you that scrimmage 
was an eye-opener for me. ‘Course, I 
was supposed to be impartial—and I 
called the ballgame that way—but I’d 
been confident at the start that Holk 
& Co. were in for a grid lesson. But 
those kids were battlers. Holk had the 
stuff. He could play on my team 
anytime. 

For my money, the horn that sig- 
nalled the end was a welcome sound 
to all of those lads. I eyed the Blue 
team. They were weary, but so were 
the Whites. This had been a rock-’em 
and sock-’em session as tough as any 
regular game. 

“You know,” Pete Orr said thought- 
fully. “Those gents kinda force a guy 
to revise his opinion. They’ve got 

more on the ball than I thought.” 
“You can double that in no-trump,’ 
Mazurka grunted, “Pets or not, they 


” 


= hi plenty hard and ay: can take it. 


But we took ’em. Shields will have 
to give us a break now.” 


pe FIGURED the same as Mazur- 
ka. But I sat up in the press box 
during the opening game on Kalbion’s 
schedule and I didn’t even get the 
usual kick out of the colorful antics 
of the cheerleaders or the chanting 
yells from the massed students. Mort 
Shields absolutely ignored Terry- 
Moore and the men who had played - 
in that scrimmage with Terry. 
Kalbion managed to squeak out a 
one touchdown win but Central Tech 
had beaten the same tear the pre- 
vious Saturday by three touchdowns 
and had -played second, third, and 
fourth stringers the final half. 


A pair of Central Tech scouts 
were in the pressbox a couple of seats 
from me. They’d found out that I was 
a Kalbion man and they had a lot of 
fun shafting barbs into me. 

“You'll be lucky if we don’t run 
your gang out of the stadium next 
week,” one of them said. “That’s 
naturally not for publication, but con- 
fidentially, we’ll smother that alleged 
power attack that Shields is playing. 
It’s liable to be no contest.” 

I didn’t have much of a comeback. 
This team was supposed to provide 
just a nice opening game workout. 
had pretty well throttled our stuff 
whenever we approached pay dirt. It 
was a cinch that Tech’s deferse would 
be much tougher. 

I didn’t write a blast in Sunday’s 
paper. I expected to hear from Shields 
with some-explanation. I didn’t. So 
Monday I phoned him. 

“Get this, Wheat,” he said. “I told 
you when you tricked me into that 
screwey scrimmage thac I was coach 
of my ballclub and that I wasn’t being 
railroaded into any promises. That 
still goes.” 

He hung up. Okay, I thought, if 
that’s the way you want it. I phoned 
Deab Pollett and told him that I was 
going to let go with both barrels. 

ollett gave me the green iight. 

I really laid things on the line in 
my Tuesday column. 


This correspondent witnessed a 
_ scrimmage between the so-called 
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Kalbion varsity and a gang of 
rough and tough footballers that 
is classed by Coach Shields as 
scrubs. In our book, the varsity 
label was plastered on the wrong 
squad. The men that Coach 
Shields calls his varsity absorbed 
a neat trimming in that scrim- 
mage. 

We were under the impression 
that Coach Shields was saving 
the team headed by Terry Moore 
as a strategic surprise for Tech. 
Such is not the case. If it were 
true, Kalbion might upset mighty 
Tech. , 

But Shields refuses to use the 
material at hand and we believe 
Kalbion supporters are entitled 
to know the facts. Saturday’s dis- 
appointing opener clearly demon- 
strated that Kalbion will give no 
opposing teams on their schedule 
nightmares. 

We do not pretend to be a 
coach but for our money, Shields 
is passing up a golden opportun- 
ity in not utilizing his material 
to the full. 


UMORS of that scrimmage be- 

tween the varsity and Terry’s 
crew had flown about the campus 
before the opening game. After I 
wrote that column I had a hunch that 
there would be more than rumors 
and I made it my business to be out 
there when my column hit the cam- 
pus. 

It was like a verbal bomb. 

Groups of students in the halls, 
the library, everywhere on the cam- 
pus, heatedly discussed the business. 

“Its Moore who’s at the bottom 
of the thing! He’s after Shields’ job 
and he doesn’t care what he pulls to 
get what he wants!” 

“Yeah, that’s what a guy on the 
varsity told me. This sports writer 
gink has been played for a sucker by 
Moore!” 

“You're goony! You don’t play 
sports writers for suckers. They 
know the score and this guy’s got 
the dope. Why doesn’t Shields use 


those guys?” 
“Aw, they’re trying to run things 
_ just because they’re vets and Shields 


won’t stand for it. I’m for Shields.” 

That’s the kind of arguments I 
heard. The stir my column kicked 
up was bigger than I’d counted on. 
I suddenly got a little scared. After 
all, I didn’t have any real business 
horning into a campus affair. I head- 
ed for Pollett’s office. 

“You did what I hoped you’d do,” 
the Dean said. “This thing has to be 
brought to a head or it will fester 
like a boil.” f 


But I felt sort of squirmy. I didn’t 
go too much for this business of cats- 
pawing for Dean Pollett but I could 
see that the Dean couldn’t very well 
do it himself. And I was in up to my 
neck now. 

Shields didn’t pay any attention to 
Moore and the others in a heavy 
Wednesday workout. 

Thursday things really began 
heading up. The Kalbion College 
Weekly Argus always sent our desk 
a couple of copies and the issue that 
week came out with a front 
page editorial titłed KALBION 
LOYALTY that literally screamed at 
me when I opened the paper. It was 
strictly a panning of Terry Moore 
and his friends without naming 
names. 

I beat it out to Kalbion College. 
This was right down my alley. I re- 
membered how awed I had been of 
honest-to-gosh newspapermen when I 
was editor of the Argus. I wouldn't 
have any trouble in selling the kid 
that was editor now on how wrong 
he was. 

I got. exactly no place with that kid. 
He might have been awed but he 
certainly didn’t shew it. 

“The piece represents the view of 
the Argus,” he kept saying stub- 
bornly. ; 

“Blast it, can’t you see what a piece 
of guesswork like that does to your 
team? No newspaperman worth his 
salt will let his columns be used for 
propaganda. You can write. only 
facts.” 

“I didn’t write that editorial, Mr. 
Wheat, but Im newspaperman 
enough that I checked the facts be- 
fore we ran it.” 

“You didn’t write it? Who did? 
Where did you get it?” . 
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The kid just gave me a look, said 
“Newspapermen don’t divulge their 
sources of information, Mr, Wheat.” 

That was it. I beat my brains out 
for half an hour but that kid was 
nine-tenth mule. I was convinced that 
whoever wrote that editorial had 
pulled a fast one and a nebulous 
theery was rattling around in my 
head. I was walking dejectedly across 
the campus when I spotted Terry 
Moore coming from a classroom 
building. 


E MET Pete Orr and they 

stopped a minute and a qùartet 
of students passed them. Orr spoke 
to one of the four. The guy looked 
Orr squarely in the eye, glanced at 
Terry Moore and started to pass with- 
out answering Orr’s greeting. Pete 
Orr shot out a hand and spun the 
guy around. 

“Didn’t you hear me,” Orr growled. 
“T said, ‘hi’.” 

“TJ heard you,” The student glared 
at Terry Moore contemptously. “I 
happen to be a loyal Kalbion man, 
- that’s all. Get wise to yourself, Orr. 
Youre liable to be judged by the 
company you keep!” 

Orr’s clenched fist was started to- 
ward a sock at the guy when Terry 
grabbed his arm. Terry stepped in 
front of Orr. 

“Hold it, Pete,” he said. He turned 
to the student. “You’ve said your 
piece, scram!” 

“T’ll smack these fool Joe Collegers 
silly!” Orr raged. “Lemme be, Terry, 
I'll cram it down their guts!” 

“You'll keep your head,’ Terry said 
‘bleakly. “It’s me they’re after. There’s 
no sense in the rest of you being—” 

“Hi, Terry,” I interrupted. “Been 
looking for you.” I nodded to Orr. 
“Terry’s right,” I said. “All of you 
keep your heads. This time tomorrow 
the same kids that are redheaded after 
your scalp now will be fawning all 
over you.” 

Terry gave me a penetrating look. I 
forced a grin that I hoped was cockily 
confident. It was occuring to me to 
wonder just how a guy went about it 
to make from strictly bluffing like 
I was doing. a5 


“Grant Wheat, specialist in applied _ 


psychology,” I said. “I’ve got things 
figured and Tli make Mort Shields 
see it. Mort shouldn't be in this 
ceaching racket. You’re mostly res- 
pensible fer him being in a job that’ll 
only bring him grief, Terry.” 

Terry was startled out of asking me 


what I had on my mind. I sort of 


figured on throwing him off balance 
so he wouldn’t pin me down too close. 
“I’m responsible,” he ejaculated. 
“How do you get that way!” 
“Simple psychiatric deduction, 
that’s all. Shields has played a sub- 
ordinate role to you ever since you 
were Frosh.” I parroted words that 
Dean Pollett had said to me. “You 
were the star ballcarrier; Shicids was 
the blocker. You were a successful 
applicant for a Marine comuinission: 
Shields was rejected because of an 


injury he’d got blocking for you. I» 


doubt that Shields realizes the deep 
seated drive to surpass you in some- 
thing that made him fersake medical 
school to take up coaching.” 


EERRY’S FACE was bleak. I 
could practically read his 

thoughts. So that was it! Mort Shields 
had known how much he wanted this 
coaching job. They’d talked about it 
in the old days. Yeah, it was to have 
been Dr. Mort Shields! The so-and-so! 
Shields and that Holk punk made a 
good pair 

“What’s your .considered opinion 
of Shields’ football system, Terry?” 
I interrupted his thoughts. He 
shrugged. á 

“Double wing, single wing, the T 
—any system, what’s the odds? When 
you've got the manpower, any of them 
look good. I never played anything 
but a double wing until I entered the 
Marines. We had a former Chicago 
Bear as Athletic Officer and he was 
sold on the T. So we played theT.” 

“But you believe that Kalbion’s 
material is best fitted for the T?” 


Terry frowned. “The boys that - 


played with me in the Marines are 
most familiar with the T,” he said. 
“Shields’ holdovers are naturally most 
famliar with the double wing. I don’t 
know. Maybe I was out of bounds in 
trying T stuff without Shields’ 


positive go-ahead. He did a job last. 





a) 
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year with the double wing.” 

I shook my head. “In my book, they 
did a job in spite of Shields. He’s 
miscast as a coach, Kalbion needs 
a more adaptable man in the job.” 

“I’m not after his job, Grant. I’m 
willing to do what I can to help 
make a winning team. So will Pete, 
here, and Tam and Jary and the 
others. Only we’re not kids anymore.” 

“This isn’t exactly a thing to be 
settled by kid methods,” I said. I 
crossed mental fingers and hoping 
that I could deliver, I went all the 
way. “Have your gang ready, Terry. 
Things are going to break tomorrow.” 


JAF 


AVE YOU ever worked your- 

self into a spot with big talk 

and then found you couldn't 
back it up? That was the kind of spot 
I was in that day of the Central 
Tech—Kalbion game. I never put in 
such a miserable time in my life as 
I did during that first half. 

It was murder to sit up there in 
the pressbox and watch Tech inex- 
orably grinding down a fighting but 
over-manned team. Dammit, Kalbion 
was my school. And there was man- 
power to burn going to waste down 
there on the Kalbion bench. I cussed 
the stupidity of Mort Shields. 

I cussed out a smart gent named 
Grant Wheat for a meddling busy- 
body who had messed everything up. 
I’d gone to Shields that morning 
with everything worked out and con- 
fident that I had the tight dope. Pd 
made my play as earnestly as Icould 
and it had flopped dismally. 

“Okay,” Shields said coldly. “So 
I’m a stubborn jackass. What you 
hand me on your say-so dcesn’t prove 
that Moore is any different than the 
way I’ve got him pegged. I don’t 
trust him—and I don’t trust his play- 


~ mates. 


“I do not admit that the style of 
play I was taught and have been 
coaching deserves to be junked. Your 
screwey theory leaves me absolutely 
cold. I’m coaching this ballclub and 
we're going to play it my way.” 
Well, they were playing it his way. 








FICTION 


I’ve seen enough football that I knew 
the ten-to-zero score on the board 
for Tech now would be bigger before 
the game ended. But there I was. 

Maybe you think a newspaperman 
can pull things out of the bag. Well, 
I’d had every line I could manipulate 
working overtime and although I was 
sure in my own mind, I had not a 
doggone thing I could offer Shields 
as definite proof. The pretty plan 
I'd had every line. I could manipulate 
and Holk had blown up in my face. 

There was barely a minute of play 
left in the first half when the assist- 
ant Tech coach, up in the pressbox 
with a telephone to spot for their 
bench, left to be with his gang during 
halftime intermission. He was one of 
the guys who had needled -ne the 
week before. He stopped and grinned 
down at me, 

“You had us worried with that blast 
you put in your column early in the 
week,” he said. “But it looks as 
though the Old Man’s scheme 
worked.” ; 

“Schemes?” I tried to hide the 
eagerness in my voice. “Don’t tell 
me that powerful Tech stooped to 
shenanigans to take Kalbion!” 

“Are you kidding! The Old Man 
was worried more over this game 
than any on our schedule. And if he 
hadn’t sold one of your kids a bill of 
goods in order to keep Shields from 
using all he’s got, he’da had every 
right to worry!” 

-“Yowre kidding! Don’t give me 
that old melodramatic guff. None of 
our guys would sell out to you!” 

“Who said anything about selling 
out? But remember, they’re only 
kids—and the Old Man is a cary 
operator. I'll tell you all about it 
later.” 

The Tech man looked surprised and 
a little flustered when I suddenly 
barged past him and took the stairs 
from the pressbox three at a time. 
I was down at the ramp where the 
players come off the field when Mort 
Shields came past. I grabbed his arm 
and I talked fast. He must have 
seen that it was more than conjecture 
that I had. 

“—-And that editorial in the Argus 
was inspired by someone not on the 
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regular staff. Shields, you’ve got to 
face this thing. I’m going to get Pol- 
lett.” 


TOLD the Dean what I heard and 

Pollett sent after the Argus 
editor. That stubborn kid lost his 
mulishness when the Dean went to 
work on him. He teld Pollett that the 
Argus had got the editorial from 
Jake Holk. 

“Call in Holk, Mort,” Pollett said. 

Holk made no'attempt to deny that 
hé was responsible for the Argus 
editorial. When I asked him where he 
got the screwey idea that Terry 
Moore was disloyal to Kalbion, Holk 
clammed up. I let him have it, told 
him what the Tech coach had let slip 
to me. Holk turned green around the 
gills, 

“I—I didn’t have any intention of 
harming the team,” he muttered. , 

Pollett said, “I think it’s time you 
had Terry come in, Mort.” 

When Terry Moore came through 
the door I saw that something had 
happened to him, too. 

“Look, Shields,” he said without 
preamble. “What I’m going to say 
may sound a little on the corny side, 
but I mean it. I’ve sat out there on 
the bench and a thing that I’d sort of 
forgotten the past month hit me 
pretty strong. The old college still 
has a pull. 

“It’s not important whether Mort 
Shields shows up Terry Moore, or 
vice-versa. What is important is that 
Kalbion is taking the grief, and Kal- 
bions bigger than either of us. There 
are guys out there on the bench who 
can do things for Kalbion. Take your 
starters out and give them a breather. 
Send Tamlin and Orr and Mazurka 
and the rest in there and Tech will 
find that they’ve got hold of some- 
thing. It doesn’t matter whether you 
play me. Holk is rugged enough to—” 

“Hold it, Terry,” Shields said, “I— 
I—well, I’ve been a double-distilled 
jerk. Guess that’s the way to begin. 
- Grant Wheat had me doped to a I— 
and that’s no pun. I’ve been a mule- 
headed dope! I fell right into the 
smooth little trap that Tech baited for 
met? : : 


“Wait a sec, Coach.” F Jake Holk 


them at the kickoff. They had a right l 





eyed Terry and the stocky captain’s 
eyes didn’t waver. “It’s been me more 
than Coach,” he said. “Tech’s head- 
coach lives in the same suburban sec- 
tion as we do. He and my dad belong 
to the same lodge and he was over to 
our place before practice started. I 
can see now that he made excuse just 
to feed me his line. 

“He planted the idea in my head 
that you were out to shove me from 
the picture, that you were a smooth 
worker and that you’d eventually ease 
Coach out of his job, too. I may as 
well admit that when I learned you 
were coming back to Kalbion I was 
afraid you’d oust me.” 

Holk dropped his eyes momentarily 
then brought them back to Terry. 

“I talked it over with Coach the 
night before he went to the confer- 
ence meeting,” Holk said. “It was me 
that stirred up a guy on the Argus 
staff to write that editorial, too. I’ve 
been a stinker.” 

“No more than I have,” Shields said 
to Terry. “When your gang played 
my bunch better than even, I knew 
deep down that I was wrong, but I 
lacked the moral guts to admit it. 
Grant Wheat laid it on the line to me 
yesterday that Tech was behing this 
someway, to weaken us by stirring up 
dissension. I refused to listen to him. 
I’ve been a stubborn ass.” 

“It hasn’t been entirely one-sided,” 
Terry said slowly. “I’ve been on the 
sad-sack side myself. I’ve been 
thinking wrong, more of how poorly 
used Terry Moore was and sore be- 
cause you had the coaching spot.” 

“I take full blame for this assinine 
performance.” Shields sighed. “But 
I see daylight now. Tell your gang 
that they will start this second half, 
Terry. As a team. Give those Tech 
guys the full treatment!” 


E DIDN’T go back to the pressbox, 
I was plenty jittery as that sec- 
ond half started. That grand all-for- 
one spirit that had been rampant be- 
tween halves could be dissipated 
pretty easily. But Terry Moore and 
his gang were a football team. 
There was a lot of agitation on the 
Tech bench when a new team “faced 





















70 


to be agitated. Theyd put all their 


defensive eggs in one basket, built 
a solid defense against a double wing 
power game. Now all of asudden ag 
were faced with a tricky, lancing 
attack. 

Terry ran his team like a master. 

They took the kickoff and they be- 
gan stabbing on quick openers and 
slashes inside the tackles. They 
forced Tech’s secondary to crowd in 
close to stop the short plunges. 

Bingo! : 

Terry pulled the trigger on the 
forward-lateral and Jarvor grabbed 
the forward on the Tech forty, 
sprinted another eighteen yards be- 
fore they hemmed him in, then 
flipped a lateral to Tamlin and Pete 
Orr was down there to throw a block 
on the safety that made it an easy 
path to glory for Tamlin and the 
successful conversion whittled the 
score to 10-7, Tech. d 

You had to give that Tech team 
credit, they had a ballclub. They took 
Mazurka’s kickoff and they kept 
possession in a sustained drive that 
carried to our twelve before we could 
bog them. There wasn’t much we 
could do about the field goal they 
kicked. It was 13-7, Tech, when the 
third period was nearly over. 

Tech coaches peured a stream of 
fresh men into the game. Then Terry 
and his ex-Leathernecks came back 
with all the fight they’d had once in 
a bigger game. They hammered and 
pounded. They ground out yardage 
steadily. They were whipping that 
Tech gang. The quarter ended with 


- us in possession of the pigskin on 


the Tech tnirty. 

Tech broke up two razzle-dazzlers 
to start the final period and it was 
third down and ten to go. Terry 
Moore called time and came to the 
bench escorted by the referee. 

“Send in your gang, Mort,” Terry 
said. “These guys are geared to our 
stuff now, but they’ll be a soft touch 
for Holk and the boys.” He grinned 


at Holk. “The captain of a team ought 


to be in at the kill anyway!” 


= SAKE HOLK looked up at Terry 


you 


*d switched ona spot. 


y and his dark face lighted like 
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_“You’re’a guy, Moore,” Holk said. 
“Maybe you and your gang will show 


“us how this game ought to be played.” 


“Zowie!” 4 yeiled, i felt like a guy 
who’s made a three-horse parlay 
stand up. I yanked off my hat and 
slapped: Terry un tae rump. “Here 
comes that bes ...iul dream alive!” 

I grinned wider, I feit great as I 
poked Holk in the ribs. “What a gang 
you're going to captain!” I chortled. 
I banged Mort Shields with my hat, 

Suddenly then I saw Dean Pollett, 

eyes shining and smiling quietly. 
- “You know,” Shields said. “I’ve got 
a hunch that a job’s been done on me 
that I needed pretty bad. I’m cured.” 
Kalbion’s coach eyed Dean Ray Pol- 
lett. “I’m taking the advice you tried 
to sell me, Dean. I’m enrolling to- 
morrow in medical school. I’ll have 
a lot of back work to catch up. There 
won't be much time for football.” 

It was good to see the sparkle that 
lighted Pollett’s eyes as Terry threw 
an arm over Shields’ shoulders, 

“We can work out the coaching 
end,” Terry said. “Together. Looks 
as though we’ve both seen a great 
light.” 

Then suddenly Terry eyed me. I 
knew what had hit him. Something of 
the same had hit me. I grinned, shook 
my head. 

“Td proudly accept the credit,” I 
said. “But I’d be four-flushing to 
take a bow for the clever way this 
business has been maneuvered so that 
everybody emerged from behind the 
eight ball.” ; 

I nodded toward Dean Pollett. 

“Now maybe we understand the 
game the Dean was playing. Maybe. 
He’s a right smart gent, in my book, 
He knew that you were all sound at 
the core and he knew that I was just 
smart-dumb enough to force a pay- 
off.” 

I grinned then at Pollett. “Thanks,” 
I said, and the Dean knew that I was 
thanking him for bringing back to me 
a measure of the old campus idealism 
that we all carry away from college. 
“I’m banging that old tire wagon to- 
night,” I said. “To celebrate a four- 
way payoff. It’s campus payoff.” 


THE END 









By Sid Press 


When he was young, he never saw a game. 

He worked hard after school. When Sunday came 
He had no money, because he always turned 
Over to his father all he earned. 


In summer-time he found himself a job 

And so he only heard of Ruth and Cobb; 

Of Speaker, Matty and of John McGraw; 

But through his youth he never really saw 

His Heroes. The other kids he knew 

Somehow got to see a game or two 

But he just had to read about it all 

And dream about the crack of bat on ball. ` 


He took his son as soon as he was grown 

Old enough to know what he was shown. 

They never missed the Dodgers or the Yanks. 

He bought him Pop and Ice-cream cones and "Franks". 
He told him only a catcher wore a mitt 

And how to tell an error from a hit. 


And every time his son laughed or cheered, 
Another wound healed and disappeared. 











A 
Hilarious Fight 
Story 


by TOM THURSDAY 


OU KNOW what, huh? I 
WW vous be at all surprised if 

there isn’t millions of guys 
like Cyanide Hoover, middleweight 
champ of the whole world, including 
the Bronx and Brooklyn. His full 
name, in round numbers, is no less 
than Josephus Holmes Hoover, and 
he got that cyanide handle from some 
wide awake sports writer who claims 
the champ socks like poison, Which 
same he does! 

You may recall how we win the 
champeenship from Ivory Head Ho- 
gan in Madison Square Garden last 
year. You may likewise remember how 
Felony Jones, the bandit who man- 
ages Hogan, filed a protest to the box- 
ing commish, claiming that my brat 
come into the ring with a Tommy 
gun and four bucks worth of con- 
crete in his gloves. Mr, Jones also 





claims foul, hitting in the clinches, 
smacking Hogan when he wasn’t look- 
ing, and ten other items too humor- 
ous to mention. 


But all you guys who saw the two- 
man Verdun know that Hoover came 
out in the first round and clipped 
Hogan on the chinola and the belly, 
with a one-two that must have made 
Hogan think he was in the dead cen- 
ter of the Battle of Bull Run. Some 
of the sports writers remark in print 
later that a large sum of heavy moola 
must have changed hands, otherwise 
they can’t figure how Hoover bims 
Hogan with such speed and positive 
alacrity. All of which is a large load 
of phonus with a big beaker of bolo- 
nus, He bounced Hogan the same way 
Eisenhower kayoed Hitler, fair and 
square, what I mean. 

Well, it is very soon after Hoover 
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becomes the middleweight title king 
when I note a very strange difference 
in his general deportment. When I 
picked him up two years previously, 
directly from driving a beer wagon, 
he is very enthusiastic about the high 
art of fisticuffing and says it is his 
pet ambition. He’s a nice, clean liv- 
ing kid, kind to his mother, and even 
gives his father a break when the Old 
Man wanders in with a amy down 
his gullet. 

It is less than a week after we cop 
the crown when I get back to our 
suite in the Hotel Gypdorf Towers 
and find Cyanide Hoover in a very 
meditative state of mind. He is es- 
conced on the divan, encased in the 
very latest of silk bathrobes, and he 
is completely. surrounded with books 
on crime and how to be a detective. 
I take a snooker at seme of the titles 
and I am dumb-founded with what I 
see. For instance, he has one. teme 
which breaks down and says it is 
Crime and Circumstantial Evidence; 
It’s Cause and Cure. Another is 
yclept—Hobeken for title—Murder 
For Money; Or, Have a Hot Seat In 
the Chair. The third one has the tasty 
title of How To Be a Private Detec- 
tive; Or, Why Stay Poor? And for 
light reading he has Crack Detective 
Stories and Confidential Detective 
Cases. 

But the payoff is the book I find 
him reading when I come in. He’s 
slowing throught the tenth chapter 
of a mess named The Whole English 
Language; Or, Grammar For The 
Mob. What do you think of that for 
a plate of patootie? 

“Nice day,” I say. I get no reply 
from the student on the divan. “I see 
where Felony Jones is damanding a 
return match with Hogan, to take 
place in the Orange Bowl next Janua- 
ry in Miami, Florida.” 

Before replying, he lets got with a 
yawn and a polite hiccup. “Please,” 
he says, “I do not desire to be dis- 
turbed. I am now on my study period. 
You may converse with me at 12 
o’clock, which is one hour from now.” 


I go over and feel his brow, ex- 


mon to ma it z miekes a e g 
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alarm fire. He lowers his book and 
says, “Have I not suggested that I do 
not desire to be disturbed? Please!” 

“Look, sap,” I snort, “remember 
me? Pm the mug who made you the 
champ of the middleweight division. 
You will kindly lower that ie 
stuff and be yourself!” 


E PUTS down the trick book 

.and gets off the divan. 
will please listen to me, now,” he be- 
gins. “We may as well understand 
each other now as well as later. First, 
I want you to know that I do not de- 
sire to be a mere prize fighter. My 
real ambition has always been to be 
a great detective. Did you ever hear 
of Sherlock Holmes?” 

“No,” I say; “he must of been before 
my time. What division was he 
fighting in?” 

He gives me a look like Al Einstein 
addressing a kindergarten om the 
theory of relatives. “For your infor- 
mation,” he goes on, “Sherlock 
Holmes was a very great private detec- 
tive. And you will note that my mid- 
dle name is the same as his. In fact,” 
he says, “I was named after him.” 

“Really?” I say, with ten bucks 
worth of sarcasm. 


“Yes, really. And have you not 
heard of J. Edgar Hoover, the great 
leader of the Federal Bureau of In- 
vestigation?” 

“I have,” I admit, “but I do not 
desire to have him center his atten- 
tion on me.’ 

“My last name is Hoover and I 
have no doubt that I belong to the 
same family,’ he says. “Meantime, 
you will please take a walk around the 
block. And while you are walking 
you might step inte the Public Libra- 
ry at 42nd street and Fifth avenue. 
They have books in there, not beer.” 

This sizzles me to a crisp because 
I am a great admirer of books, es- 
pecially when they are in places where 
you can place a little bet on the 
horses. I slam my hat on my skull 
and blow out steaming mad. As I 
pass the desk clerk, the guy calls, 
“Oh, a new load of books have ar- 


rived for Mr. Hoover. Ans z send 


them pr: 


“You ś 
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“No,” I snorts, “send them to un- 
der-privileged Fiji islanders!” 

I duck into what they coyly call 
the Automat, where you insert a yard 
of nickels in slots and get back a foot 
of food. I am about to finish off a 
very good cup of hot chocolate when 
who comes in but Felony Jones, man- 
ager of the ex-champ, Ivory Head 
Hogan. 

“Well, well, well!” he begins. “How 


_ does it, now, feel to manage a jerk 


champ 2” 

“I see that the parole board is not 
as strict as it used to be,” I say. “How 
come you stray so far away from Sing 
Sing, hey?” 

Felony grins and takes a seat right 
next to me, spoiling the rest of my 
meal by his mere presence. 


“You know that Cyanide Hoover _ 


couldn’t lick Hogan, even if he had 


General MacArthur in his corner. If 


you was a good sport, instead of a 
bum one you would give me a return 
match.” 

“Look,” I smile. 
and me be pals?” 

Felony blinks and almost falls off 
the chair on his ear. 

“You kidding?” he says. “If you 
ain’t ,why, I will prove to be the best 
palsyw-alsy you ever had. Put ’er 
there, bub!” 

We shake. And his mitt feels like a 
dead eel, after same had been lying 
in the sun for two weeks. 


“Why can’t you 


cc H AM ABOUT to haul off and 

make a confession,” I say. “I 
hate to admit it but I think Hogan 
got a bum break in his brawl with 
Cyanide Hoover. And you are justly 
entitled to a return match,” 

“I always tells everybody that you 
are a swell sport,” says Felony. 
“Okay; where do we go from here?” 

“Listen,” I say. “I am getting up 
to the top tonsils with that brat of 
mine. You know what? He has got 
the idea that he is a great detective 
and has practically lost all interest in 


the fine art of assault and battery.” 


“You mean Hoover wants to be a 
oe 


utes of your valule time. —. 
ene: St =a knew there 
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cure it. Likewise his langwidge is get- 
ting the wee morsel fancy and Park 
Avenue, with a slight touch of Har- 
vard. He’s trying to put a yard of 
knowledge in a inch of brain. The 
dope!” 

“Now,” I say, “I understand that 
you would like Hoover to battle Ho- 
gan next January i in the Orange Bowl 
in Miami.” 

“That is very correct,” says Felo- 


“ny. “The gate should be at least fifty 


grand, what with all the tourists and 
others suckers in the neighborhood.” 

“I appreciate that very much, in- 
deed,” I say. “I have personally al- 
ways admired you and I am very hap- 
py to be your friend: All I got to do 
now is convince that super-cop of 
mine that Miami is the place for him, 
However, I have a idea that will win 
him over. If I can’t, I will knock his 
brains out with his own books. Good 
afternoon, sir.’ 

“A good afternoon to you,” says 
Felony and we part. 

I find Hoover sitting up in the 
plush easy chair with a book in his 
lap. He is concentrating deeply on 
some yooey entitled You Can Be a 
Finger-print Expert In Two Weeks. 

“Look,” I say, “I have something of 
the greatest of interest for you. I’ve 
been thinking things over and I have 
decided that you are doing the right 
thing studying to be a detective. In 
fact,” I say, “I am going to help you.” 

“How?” he wants to know. His 
head is a very peculiar shape. 

“How would you like to meet’ and 
work with one of the greatest detec- 
tives and criminologists on earth?” 


“Why, that would be great. How 
come you know suth a person? You 
meet him in the jail somewheres?” 

“Leave us not be funny,” I say. 
“Now, this great detective is a guy I 
met in Miami three years ago when I 
was down there on a fishing trip.” 

“Swell,” he says. “When can we go 
to Miami?” 

“Just as soon as you agree to give 
Ivory Head Hogan a return bout,” I 
say. “It will be held in the Orange 
Bowl and will just take a few min- 
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beat that crude person again?” 

“No reason except we can use a 
little money. Don’t forget the income 
tax gents nearly kayoed your bank- 


roll and, besides, you can use some | 


extra money to buy books, can’t you?” 

“Okay,” he says. “We go to Miami. 
But, don’t forget, if you can’t fix me 
up with Captain Barker I don’t fight 
Hogan; see?” 


HAT same night I send Captain 

Barker a long telegram, explain- 
ing the set-up. The captain wires 
right back: 

Sounds interesting—hring the 
chump right down—now working on 
interesting case. 

“What does he mean, chump?” de- 
mands Cyanide. 

“He wrote champ, not chump,” I 
explain. “The dumb telegraph ope- 
rator put in a ‘U’, instead of an ‘A’.” 

That was a tight squeeze, but I get 
away with it. 

Two mornings later we are state- 
roomed on the Silver Meteor Stream- 
liner, me with sixteen different rac- 
ing sheets, while the champ is smoth- 
ered with thirty-four detective books. 

Once we go back to the observation 
car and find a crap game in full 
bloom. One little guy, who is no doubt 
a jockey, makes ten straight passes 
and is not yet through when we ar- 
rive. 

Hoover whispers to me, “Them dice 
are phonies. Watch me!” 

He taps the little guy on the back, 
“I desire to see them dice,” he says. 

“What’s eatin’ you?” demands the 
shooter. “You are gonna spoil my 
luck.” 

The champ examines the rolling 
sucker-smackers, then gives them a 
test roll on the fldor. They stop at 
boxcars, Yale for Big Twelve. 

“O.K.,” says the detective ace, “you 
may continue.” 

One of the four guys shooting, who 
looks a cross between Jack Dempsey 
and Boris Karloff, gets off his knees 
and glares at the champ. 

“Big Shot,” he snorts, “you can 
give us alla ‘quick apology. Come on 
flathead—I says give!” 

Hoover looks up at the giant torso 


before him and calmly scratches his 
head. Then he proceeds to give. One ` 
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gift is a right to the chin and the 
other is a left to the belly. Big Boy 
falls backward onto the dice and they 
roll down the car. When they stop 
they face-up with Eleven, 


“Leave us depart,” says Cyanide. 


“Look,” I say, “how much did you 
get for that fight? I did not see any 
gate receipts.” 


“You are too commercial,” he re- 
torts. “That is the cause of most all 
crime. Somebody wants something 
that another guy has. Only he don’t 
want to work for it. Besides, it is a 
pleasure to knock over big bullies. 
It is the only thing they understand. 
There is nothing greater than a swift 
sock in the snoot for making monkeys 
think,” 


“It’s a nice day,” I say, and drop 
the subject. 

That night Hoover gets about three 
hours sleep, sitting up most of the 
time plowing through his detective 
books, When we reach Jacksonvile, I 
buy a copy of the Miami Herald and 
learn what Captain Barker means 
when he says they are working on a 
interesting case. It seems some safe- 
cracker has got the cops dizzy, what 
with smacking over one safe after 
another, and being too modest to 
leave any finger-prints. In fact, this 
baby appears to know his business, 
not once does he have to resort to 
nitro to blow the safes open. He is 
likewise very neat and tidy, cleaning 
up any little mess he happens to make 
around the floor. 


He also knows something about dial- 
diddling, as every safe cracked to 
date has been opened properly, like a 
true gent, by using the combination, 
which same he seems to figure out 
with no trouble at all, Of course 
they are all pretty old safes, but the 
little lad treats them all very neat and 


gentle. 


The guy also appears to be on a 
time schedule, cracking one a night 
or seven a week. Sundays he usually 


| cracks the biggest ones. You get the 


idea from reading the paper that the 


.1 fellow is in a safe-crackers contest, 


and is after the first prize, which is 


_ probably a new set of burglar tools. 





HICK DICK 


E ‘SHOW THE paper to Cyanide 
Hoover and he reads it and gives 
same a very superior sniff. 

“This guy is just lucky,” he says. 
“Cops can’t be all over at the same 
time. The more safes he cracks the 
more he will want to crack. In the end 
he will win himself a free room at the 
state pen. Cops always have the last 
laugh, and don’t ever kid yourself 
differently !” 

Well, we finally reach Miami and 
Captain Jim Barker and two squad 
cars full of detectives are on hand to 
give the champ a royal welcome. 

“So,” grins Barker, “this is the man 
who would rather be a great detec- 
tive than a champion. Well, well, 
well!” 

“Any dope can be a pugelist,” says 
the champ. “Besides, you are a champ 
one day, and a bum the next. When 
the roar of the crowd dies down, you 
go down with it. Er, where is head- 
quarters?” 

We all ride to the cop station, and 
go up one flight of stairs to the 
bureau of criminal identification. 
Hoover gets a leok at the works the 
bad boys and girls have to go through 
and he becomes very enthusiastic. 


“Swell!” he says. “This is very 
swell!” He takes off his coat and be- 
gins to look through some of the mug 
fileg, meaning pictures of boys and 
girls who thought crime paid. 

“You arrived just in time, champ,” 
says Captain Barker. “We have been 
having a bad time with some smart 
safe-cracker. He never leaves any 
prints and he pulls all his jobs be- 
- tween the hours of midnight and 
2 AM.” 

“I heard about ‘that guy,” says 
Hoover. “I am going to get after that 
bum tonight. Just let me ride around 
in one of your squad cars.” 

“Sure,” says the captain. He gives 
me the very large wink. I can see he 
is getting a big kickola out of the 
champ. 

Finally, the captain drives us to 
our hotel and the champ spends his 
time telling me how he is going to 
nail the safe-cracker. The captain 
wishes him luck and goes back to 
headquarters. 

(Continued On Page 78) 
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“Just a moment, please,” I say. “I 
am very happy, indeed, to know you 
are going to help the police catch 
that safe guy, but you are also down 
here to catch a guy named Ivory 
Head Hogan. The fight is less than 


‘four weeks away. A little training 


will do no harm.” 

“I do not desire to do no heavy 
training for Hogan,” says the champ. 
“He is not so good, in my opinion. 
Now, about this safe-cracker—” 


WALK OUT, leaving him talk- 

ing to himself. I head for Flagler 
street, Miami’s main stem, and who 
do I run into but Felony Jones. This 
is a very big surprise as I thought 
Felony would not be down for an- 
other week. 

“How'd you get here so quick— 
fly down on the back of a eagle?” I 
ask. 

“Me, I always take the very best— 
ah—transportation,” says Felony. “I 
flew down in seven hours. Trains 
make me dizzy. They are too slow.” 

“Well, me and the champ have just 
had a nice visit to police head- 
quarters.” 

“Nobody,” snorts Felony Jones, 
“ever has a nice visit to police head- 
quarters. I do not like cops. They are 
too stubborn and will not listen to 
reason. Now—ah—about the fight. 
Would you like to make a little side 
bet, just between us palsy-walsys, on 
Hoover Vs. Hogan?” 

“Look,” I say, “if I bet you any- 
thing, even a dried herring against a 
stuffed alligator, you will have Ho- 
gan enter the ring with arsenic in 
one hand and an atomic bomb in the 
other. Let this fight be on the level.” 

“Very well,” says Felony. “How so 
ever, you are a terrible sucker not 
to make Hoover drop this one to Ho- 
gan. Then we can get a re-match back 


jin the Garden next winter. Why don’t 


you play smart?” 

“Not interested,” I say. “My champ 
is going to fight on the level. Er, 
have you been over to Miami Beach 
and took a gander at the blue-green 
ocean yet?” : 

“Water?” echoes Felony. “P’tooey! 





HICK DICK 


has no interest for me. How about 
having a little snort of Old Iren- 
sides?” 

“You may buy me a ice cream soda, 
with whipped cream and some fresh 
strawberries on same,” I say. 

“I bid you good day, sissy,” he 
snorts, and blows down the street. 

That night me and Hoover rough- 
ride around in a squad car. The boys 
let Hoover talk into the two-way ra- 
dio and the lad is having a picnic. 
All we answer, however, is calls on a 
flock of drunks, family quarrels, and 
small items like that. Even the one-a- 
day safe-cracker has laid off. When 
Hoover learns this he says, “I guess 
that bum heard I am in town.” 

And he actually believes it! 

Next afternoon I take the champ 
over to the Beach and see if I can 
get him to do a little training. He 
gets in a new bright red pair of bath- 
ing trunks but all he does is walk up 
and down the Beach and scan all the 
bathers. He sees one fat guy lying on 
the sands with a tattoo of a battle- 
ship on his left arm. 

“I think that bird is wanted for 
murder, back in Nebraska, says the 
champ. “I read about him in the Po- 
lice News.” 

Before I can stop him he walks 
over and taps the gent on the back. 

“I’m a police officer,” says Hoov- 
er, “What’s your name?” 

“Pat Markowitz,” says the roly- 
poly lad. “and you can tell my wife 
I ain’t paying her another damned 
cent of alimony. She can send all the 
cops in the world after me!” 

“You ever been in Nebraska?” asks 

- the champ. : 

“What would I be doing in Nebras- 
ka?” whinnies fatty. “I’m from 
Brooklyn. Say, how'd the Dodgers 
make out today; huh?” 

The champ turns to me, and re- 
marks, “This ain’t the guy I want.” 


HREE NIGHTS later, whilst 

we are riding in the squad car, we 
geta call to go to a trap known as thè 
Art and Culture Cafe. This is a low 
beer-and-wine dive. When we arrive 
we find the second Battle of the Bulge 
in full bloom. One big guy, who 


(Continued On Page 80) 
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SPORTS FICTION 
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seems to have the situation well in 
hand, especially in fists, is laying the 
other boys in the sawdust. 

The two cops go in and try to make 
the big ape listen to reason. The ape 
does not care to listen to anything 
especially cops. 

“You dumb cops ain’t buttin’ in; 
see?” he snarls. “I ain’t got no more 
use for cops that I got for coffins; 
see?” He shoots out a right and 
socks one of the cops on the forehead, 
The champ stands and looks on in 
amazement. The cop does not hit 
back; just tries to hold his arms. 
“How much of this stuff have you 
boys gotta take?” asks the champ to 
the other cop. 

“Oh, plenty,” says the lad. “We 
are not supposed to hit our prisoners. 
It means suspension, if we do.” 
“Huh!” whistles Hoover. “One side, 
please; they can’t suspend me. I ain’t 
no cop—yet!” 

He walks in, pushes the cop aside, 
and then sends in a haymaker to the 
big bum’s kisser. The lad blinks in 
assorted amazement, and flops up 
against a cuspidor. Next, the champ 
grabs him by the heels and drags him 
to the squad car. 

Later, at headquarters, standing 
against the captain’s desk, where new 
prisoners are booked, Hoover says to 
Inspector Nelson, “I desire to charge 
this crude person with assaulting and 
batterying a duly authorized police 
officer!” 

Several cops and a couple of brass 
hats are around at the time and the 
charge is so unusual that they let 
forth with a cheer : 
“Well,” remarks the inspector, 
“this is the first time such a thing 
has happened since I’ve been on the 
department, and that was 28 years 
ago. 

re is gonna happen often, while 
I’m around,” says the champ. “I do 
not see how cops stand the abuse from 
these bums. Now, when I become a 
regular member of the force I will 
show you something!” 

“You expect to join us?” asked In- 
spector Nelson. 

“Positively,” says the champ. “Tam 
een nna one gonna take the civil service exams 


(Continued On Page 82) 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 80) 
next week.” 

From then on Cyanide Hoover be- 
came the hero and patron saint of 
every cop on the force! 

In the meantime, the News and He- 
rald sports writers have a Roman, 
Greek and even Georgia holiday over 
the champ. One writer. dubs him the 
“Hick Dick,” and the name sticks like 
a blonde around grandpa with a loose 
bankroll. The newspaper boys get a 
great kick out of the fact that a box- 
er, and a champ, at that, is more in- 
terested in crime and detective work 
than in his profession. And the pub- 
lic lap it up like a yegg in a bank 
vault. 

Exactly one week after we hit Mi- 
ami the one-safe-a-day cracksman 
starts working again. This time he 
relieves the safe of a large grocery 
store in the southwest section of town 
and the amount of moola taken is an 
even two grand, Oxford for two thou- 
sand buckaroos. This news irks the 
champ very much, indeed, and he 
knits a brow in seething rage. But 
when the guy leaves a note beside the 
open safe, paying compliments to 

oover, the champ looks around for 
more nails to bite. The note says, 
“My best regards to the Hick Dick,” 

“That bum is practically in jail,” 
snorts Heover. “Nobody can kid me 
and get away with it!” 

OTHING IS heard from the 

éracksman for another week 
and I can see that the champ is get- 
ting a little bored with riding around 
in squad cars. I suggest a night off 
and tell him there is fine fishing on 
the County Causeway, which crosses 
Biscayne bay to Miami Beach. So 
about midnight we leave the hotel and 
try our luck, complete with enough 
fishing tackle to catch a large acquar- 
ium. 

We start fishing next to an old lady 
who is pulling up one red snapper af- 
ter the other, whilst me and the champ 


| can’t get nothing but mosquito bites. 


So we decide to move down to the 
other end and his time we park next 
to a guy with a large straw hat who 
has just caught a baby shark. 
The champ walks over to observe 
the shark and trips over the guy’s 
(Continued On Page 84) 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 82) 


fishing tackle box. It is quite dark 
and the contents spray all over the 
walk. The champ turns on his big new 
spotlight and what he sees makes him 
whistle. : 

Scattered over the place is the 
finest set of burglar’s equipment in 
the country! 

For a moment the champ stands 
dumbfounded, then he turns to the 
fisherman, and snaps, “Hey, you! 
What about this stuff?” 

“What are you talking about?” 
sends back the lad. “Them’s tools I 
use fixing cars. I’m an auto mechanic 
by trade.” 


“You wouldn’t be fixing safes, in- 


| stead, would you?” demands Hoover. 


Without replying, the fisherman 
jumps over the rail into the bay! 


“I knew that was the guy!” bellers 
the champ. He takes off his hat and 
leaps over the rail after him. I hear 
a second splash and then I recall 
that the middleweight champ of the 
world can’t swim from one end of a 
gold-fish bowl to another! I can see 
the end of the Hoover-Hogan fight 
in less than a flash. I can also see 
Felony Jones blowing his brains out, 
or a facsimile of same. 

I yell over the rail, “Come back, you 
dope; yeu can’t swim!” That is silly 
because the champ is already in the 
water. I don’t know how deep the 
water is, whether two feet or two 
miles. I hope the police department 
will give the champ a neat funeral. 
Then I happen to think of all the 
money I will get for the Hoover-Ho- 
gan fight. So I take off my hat and 
coat and jump into the bay, hoping 
the champ is still alive. 

There is a guggling and a splash- 
ing at the left and I swim over. It is 
the champ. He is dog-paddling and 
keeping afloat. 

“He got away!” says the champ. 
“He got away!” I grab him by the 
neck and haul him to shore, which is 
only about fifty yards. I am practical- _ 
ly dead from exhaustion and lay on 
the sand trying to catch my breath. 

“I can’t see him or hear him,” says 


the champ. “He got away!” 






us ain’t a treat for the undertaker!” 


“Shut up,” I say. “Lucky both of 











HICK DICK 


HE PAPERS get the story and 

they give Hero Hoover a big 
front page play. This adds to the pu- 
blicity for the Hoover-Hogan fight 
and even Felony Jones is delighted. I 
meet him that afternoon in a bookie 
joint, where I have just gone to—ah— 
play a game of checkers. 

“Look,” says Jones, “This town is 
full of sharp-shootin’ gamblers. If you 
get Hoover to throw the fight to Ho- 
gan, I can get you at least ten grand. 
I will also give you half of Hogan’s 
take. Why be dumb, or was you born 
that way?” 

“The fight’s going to be on the up- 
and-up,” I say. “Good day, Mr, 
Jones.” 


Two weeks pass. And not once 
does the safe-cracker do his stuff. 


“That mug is scared stiff,” says the 


champ. “He’s all washed up!” 


The very next night two safes are 
busted open. Beside each, a love note 
is found, viz., “Tell the Hick Dick to 
take swimming lessons.” 

This makes the champ so mad he 
can’t even sputter. 

Captain Barker calls me to one side 
and says, “That safeman is a sucker 
for hanging around Miami. He’s a 
dead duck. But his act was clever. I 
got a line on him, aes to the 
champ.” 

“What d’yer mean, clever?” I ask. 


“He used to make out he was a plain 
tourist, and fish off the Causeway 
every night. He’d pass the patolman 
on Biscayne boulevard and show him 
how many fish he would catch. Then 
he would toss his fish away and do 
-his gafe-cracking act. He’d keep his 
tools in his tackle box. It was a new 
trick and highly original.” 


OW COMES the Hoover-Ho- 
gan waltz. The Orange Bowl 
is packed and the ticket speculators 
are having a boom—until the cops 
sloughed ’em. It ain’t considered nice 
in Miami to black market tickets. 
All the prelims are hot and excit- 
ing. In the semi-final, a guy named 
Cracker-Smoot knocks his playmate 
through the ropes onto the press box. 
The playmate does not return to the 
- world for ten minutes. 


(Continued On Page 86) & 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 85) 


Hogan is the first to enter the ring 
in our melee. He gets a big hand and 
no razzing. Then ‘Cyanide Hoover 
comes down the aisle. Boy, does he 
get ribbed. “Hey, Sherlock!” belches 
one smart smick, “where’s Doc Wat- 
son?” 

“When are you gonna catch that 
safe-cracker?” woofs another ape. 


“Don’t be silly,” remarks another 
large intellect. “I bet he’s in partner- 
ship with him!” 

The bell! 

Hoover comes out listlessly. I can 
see his mind is not on the fight. Ho- 
gan dances around the champ full of 
vim and large gobs of vigor. I can 
see he’s in the pink. The only train- 
ing Hoover does is riding around in 
police squad cars. 


Hogan lets go a sudden right and 
nails Hoover on the jaw. This gives 
the champ the idea that he is now in 
the ring and not chasing safe-crack- 
ers. He comes back with a light left 
to the head and an equally tame right 
to the button. ` 

“Stop that romance!” yells some 
guy in the cheap seats. “I’m in no 
mood for love!” 

They begin to mix it. Hoover clips 
Hogan twice with his deadly one- 


,| two, but nothing happens. There is no 


sting to it. Hogan lands an upper- 
cut. They are in a fond embrace when 
the bell rings. 

“Wake up,” I say to Hoover. “If 
you ain’t asleep, you’te dead!” 

“I got something on my mind,” he 
says. “This fight bores me.” 

The gong and the second round. 

Hogan walks out and clips the 
champ a honey of a right uppercut, 
The great detective hits the canvas, 
He rolls over. Felony Jones nearly 
dies of a heart attack. The count goes 
to 6. Hoover rolls over and looks over 
the ropes into the ringside. He leaps 
up speedy. Hogan dashes after him. 

“Wait a minute!” yells the champ. 
“PIL be right back!” 

He jumps over the ropes into the 
ringside seats. Then he goes after a 
slim guy in the third row, wearing a- 
Panama-hat. The guy starts to run. 

The champs clips himon the chin, 
The guy falls flat, out frigid. 5 


HICK DICK 


“Come back here and fight!” yells 
the referee. “Or I give the title to 
Hogan!” 

Hoover grabs the guy by the collar 
and starts dragging him down the 
aisle. Halfway down, he turns and 
yells to the referee “Hogan can have 
the fight, I’m busy!” 

I race to the dressing-room down- 


stairs. The place is lousy with cops. e eR S co. 


“Take this punk to headquarters,” 
the champ is saying. “I never forget 
a face. He’s the same guy who jumps 
over the rail into the bay. I told you 
Pd get him!” 

Felony Jones rushes in. His head 
is aching from the shock of winning 
the championship. 

“Jeeze,” he moans, “if I only had 
coulda cleaned up a million. A mil- 
lion!” 


Well, that’s all, pals. All except is tangnetis 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 88). 


ITS A ROUGH GAME 


One of the greatest body-checkers 
of all time in hockey was Lionel 
Hitchman. Hitchman played for Bos- 
ton about a tenth of a century ago. 
To this day, he’s considered the 
greatest body-checker in the history 
of the game. 

One night, Boston played the Rang- 
ers. Butch Keeling, the Rangers’ 
flashy 195-lb., 6-foot forward, got the 

uck. He was “Gene With The 
Wind” for the Boston goal Hitchman 
stopped him cold with a tremendous 
check into the beards. 

A few minutes later, Butch again 
had possession of the puck. This time, 
Hitchman must have thought the box 
seats were a hat-rack, because he 
checked Keeling there. 

Picking up his arms and legs one at 
a time, that is, those that were still at- 
tached to his torso, Butch gritted his 
teeth, smiled and then growled. “I'll 
get past that so-and-so yet.” 

In the last period, the puck was 
passed to Butch. Skating down hell- 
bent for leather, Butch roared. “Watch 
out, Hitchman, Im coming your 
way!” 

Hitchman yelled back. “I’m ready 
Toots!” 

Yesiree, you guessed it this time, 
the Boston Bully Boy hit Keeling so 
hard that poor Butch was knocked 
semi-conscious. He started to crawl 
toward the Rangers’ bench. At that 
moment, Frank Boucher and Bill 
and Bun Cook skipped jauntily onto 
the ice as replacements. 

Boucher, with a twinkle in his eye, 
lifted the protrate Keeling up and 
slyly soothed. “Attaboy, Butch, you 
certainly taught that roughneck 
Hitchman a lesson tonight!” 


JUST A MATTER OF TASTE 


We don’t know why it is, but we 
always seem to be present when the 
craziest things happen! 

Not so long ago, after a fight in 
Madison Square Garden, Don Dun- 
phy, Mel Allen, Jim Jennings, of the 
new. York a Miriy a Yours 






DOPE FROM THE DUGOUT 


Truly, repaired to a nearby beerato- 
ium for a few spots of the amber fluid 
that cheers. 

We were discussing the fight when 
two gents, who were as steady on 
their pins as a guy who had just been 
tagged flush on the jaw by a Joe 
Louis punch, plopped themselves 
down into a pair of empty seats at 
our right. 

One of them ordered a beer. As 
soon as it was served, he spilled the 
beer out, ate the top of the glass and 
threw the stem away. 

His pal, looking on, said nothing. 

Three times this happened, while 
Dunphy, Allen, Jennings and Earle 
looked on in pop-eyed amazement. 

Finally, the glass-eater turned to 
his chum and said, “TIl bet you think 
I'm crazy.” 

“Of course you're crazy.” snarled 
the chum, “What the hell are you 
throwing the stem away for? That’s 
the best part!” 


*"TWAS NICE OF SHANTY 


John McGraw, The Little Napo- 
leon, late leader of the New York 
Giants, was a hard taskmaster. As dis- 
ciplinarians go, he was probably the 
toughest in all baseball. : 

Let a player under his wing step 
a wee bit out of line and he was 
promptly plastered with a fine. 

“Shanty” Hogan, the big, good-na- 
tured backstop of the Giants, who 
liked the frivolous side of life as an 
antidote to the grind of playing the 
national pastime evey day, sent Mc- 
Graw’s blood pressure to the boiling 
point more often than any other play- 
er The Little Napoleon managed. 

Shortly after his latest embroglio 
with McGraw, Hogan was sitting in 
the lobby of a hotel in Cincinnati. An 
old friend whom he hadn’t seen in 
years suddenly patted him on the 
back and cried. “Shanty, you old son- 
of-a-gun! It’s cetainly good to see 
you. Meet the wife. We were mar- 
ried two days ago.” 
“Pleased to meet you,” responded 

Hogan, “by the way, are you a base- 
ball fan?” - 
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ainly am,” she replied. “I 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 90) 


see whete McGraw fined you again 
after today’s game. Tell me, how much 
money has he fined you during your 
Career?” 

Biting off a chunk of his cigar, 
and with the twinkle of a smile play- 
ing around his lips, Shanty sighed, 
“Lady, do you know that beautiful 
house that. McGraw owns in Pelham? 
—Well, I bought it!” 


A NAME IS BORN 


We’ve often wondered how the tag, 
“Dem Bums,” ever came to be foisted 
on the Dodgers. It took Don Dun- 
phy, the ace sportscaster of the Mu- 
tual Network, to enlighten us. 


“Back in 1934,” Don informed, “the 
Dodgers were managed by Casey 
Stengel. Boom Boom Beck was in the 
box, while Hack Wilson played cen- 
terfield for the Stengelman. The Pi- 
rates, who were the opposition, whis- 
tled line drives safely to all parts of 
Ebbets Field. 

Stengel, reluctant to take Beck out 
because of a shortage of hurlers due 
to injuries, could stand it no langer. 
He walked out on the mound and mo- 
tioned Beck to the showers. Beck re- 
fused to go saying he was a cinch to 
strike out the next batter. 


Stengel bacame infuriated at Beck’s 
refusal to leave. He worked himself 
up to a lather and again ordered 
Beck to scram. This time, he punc- 
tuated the order by furiously throw- 
ing his cap on the ground.’ 

Beck, seeing the jig was up, and 
being just as angry as Stengel, hurled 
glove to the earth, whirled complete- 
ly around in the direction of the out- 
field, and the threw the ball way over 
Wilson’s head in centerfield. 

Hack, who was day-dreaming, 
quickly turned around and charged 
after the pellet like a mad bull. He 
tripped twice in his quest of the ball, 
but finally retrieved it and threw a 
perfect strike to home plate. + 

The fans were in an uproar. Never 
had they seen a sight as funny as © 
this on a ball field. One diehard 
Brooklyn fan with a trememdously — 
loud voice, however, couldn’t stand 





it. He disgustedly bellowed several — = 


(Continued On Page 94) © 
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Here, for the first time, Louis DE CLAREMONT, 
in his amazing "7 Keys to Power” claims to re- 
veal the alleged ancient secrets of the centuries 
—old forbidden mysteries. “7 Keys to Power” 
purports to tell you the particular day and hour 
to do the many things you desire, whether it 
be in the light of the moon, sun or in total 
darkness. 

Louis De Claremont claims in his "7 Keys 
to Power” that it is the natural birthright of all 
to have money, good health and happiness. In 
this unusual book on occult science, he claims 


Boy. Win ot ett 


c 


to give you many secret formulas for securing 
power and success in life, love and financial 
affairs—he claims that the formulas in the “7 
Keys to Power” are similar to those supposedly 
used with such unfailing effect by the Chal- 
deans, Cuthic Priests, Egyptians, Babylonians, 
and Sumarians. The author claims that the 
book allegedly reveals “the power to get what 
you want.” He claims that the formula is re- 
vealed for the first time since the dawn of crea- 
tion; tliat it has been used by many to overcome 
all enemies, obstacles and hidden fears. 
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The book purports to tell you how to— 


Gain the love of the opposite sex. 
Unite people for marriages. 


Cast a spell on anyone, no matter where they are, 
Get people out of law suits, courts or prison, 


Obtain property. Banish all misery. 

Make people do your bidding. Gain the mastery of all things. 

Make any person love you. Regain your youth and vigor. 

Make people bring back stolen goods. Choose words according to ancient, holy methods. 
Make anyone lucky in any games. Get any job you want. 
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and silence. 
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or accuracy of any of the contents of 
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(eho os tae od 2 
According to the author, this ancient vow is now 
broken and he claims to give you this secret 
knowledge and formula for power which when 
properly applied, enables one to bend and con 
trol the will of others, to gain love—-and to wia 
your heart's desire. 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 92) 


times. “Why, dem bums; why dems 
bums!” ` 

The stands quickly took up the 
chant, the nation’s sports announcers 
and sports scriveners commented on 
it, and the name that will live as long 
as the Brooklyn Dodgers have a base- 
ball club, was born. : 


WE SURE CAN THROW IT 


When we brought Tony Canzone- 
ri along backstage to the Columbia 
Broadcasting Theatre to see Fred Al- 
len’s sparkling pregram some time 
ago, he and Fred became deeply en- 
gaged in a boxing discussion, with 
the accent on science. 

Fred, a former boxer himself, and 
a pretty good one, too, opined as to 
‘how the skill exhibited by a great 
boxer is a science, just as is the skill 
of a great surgeon. Tony nodded si- 
lent assent. 

Assembled together, we thought, 
was a pretty good conglomeration of - 
world’s champions—a world’s cham- 
pion fighter, a world’s champion co- 
median—and a world’s champion bull- 
thrower! 

ARE YOU SMART 

How much do yeu really know 
about baseball? Are you well versed 
in the intricacies of the sport, or do 
you just have a superficial idea of 
what’s going on? 

Now, some fans feel that because 
they know what a double play, a 
squeeze play and fielder’s choice are, 
they are veritable master minds when 
it comes to behind-the-scenes base- 
ball. Are you in this class? If you 
are, let’s see you solve the following 
problem: 

What kind of a bal does a major 
league pitcher throw to the batter 
when the bases are full and he knows 
the squeeze play is on? 

No, it isn’t a curve or a drop ora 
low or high inside or outside pitch. 
Give up? All right, we thought you 
would. He throws a duster—and for 
this reason; the man at the plate will 
invariably draw his head back to avoid 
being conked; the backstop catches 
the ball, and nine times out of ten, 
the man at third who is off with a 
pitcher’s wind-up, is a dead pigeon 
between third and home. 

That’s inside baseball! 
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BATS FOR BRAINS 
- (Continued From Page 89) 


“Maybe,” Rip muttered. Jane 
wasn’t, of course; for a moment, he’d 
thought Bud had meant Mary Ellen, 
“Jane’s not a fan, though,” he said. 

And, at that there wasn’t much more 
you could say about Jane. She’d rather 
see the check than the game, and that 
was that. Money’s anonymous, he 
thought—it doesn’t care what it pays 
for. Pay-checks began to wheel about 
him in the humid air, and what was 


‘happening on the field seemed to re- 


cede. Just pay-checks. They all bore 
his name, and the name of a bank—but 
there wasn’t anything on them to 
show what they were for. They were 
Just—money. 

“Thanks, Bud,” Rip heard himself 
chortling, as he slapped the short- 
stop’s shoulder. 

Bud goggied. “B-b-b-but I meant 
Mary Ellen,” he said in pained sur- 
prise. 

“So do I,” replied Rip. 

The fans didn’t like seeing him 
climb back on that mound as the bot- 
tom of the second opened, but no 
crowd ever shouted Ken Timmins 
down. As for Rip, he’d given up nurs- 
ing the soup-bone, and he wasn’t lis- 
tening. The game was off the ice now. 
He remembered Bud saying how slick 
that duster-play had been and’ won- 
dered how slick he could be now 
when all he cared about was winning. 


He struck the first pair of Trojans 
one-two-three and the next man 
tipped the ball back into Mickey’s 
glove. That changed the kind of 
noises that came from the stands. 
They thought he was lucky; but just 
the same some of the edge was gone 
from their jeers. 


When he came to bat Horton didn’t 
give him much, but he got a piece of 
what there was and made second when 
the Trojan pitcher tossed it wild. 
Mickey sacrificed him home and 
with the score tied, Rip felt better; 
now there was a chance to make up for 
a bad start. 

It was when Horton came to bat 
again- that Rip felt destiny looking 
at him. Horton was a pitcher and 
what to look for. But he looked 
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SPORTS FICTION 


made the ball do everything but trav- 
el in spirals; Horton’s third cut at 
the horsehide was, for the first time, 
an angry one, and he fouled out. It 
was the last time that game that Tro- 
jan hickory even touched the ball; the 
HF __..cts made a marathon of it. 

The last game; he knew it would be 
forgetten, and so would he. It wasn’t 
a no-hitter. Rip had never pitched one. 
No-hitters come seldom, but a good 
game was rare enough; and he’d given 
the stands a good game. They were 
still shouting ‘R. I. P! R. I. P!” but 
it was a hysterical locomotive yell by 
the time he left the field. 

It was a good exit line for his 
ruined arm, but Mary Ellen gave him 
a better. “I knew it,” she crowed af- 
ter the last kiss. 

Rip chuckled. “Damned if I did.” 


THE END 





FROM SIDELINE TO GOAL-LINE 
(Continued From Page 380) 


ing moment. Sadness struck through 
him. It was his last game. Never 
again the glory read for him. Then 
he looked down at those teammates 
around him as they headed for the 
ramp. 

“Watch us tear those Cornell mon- 
keys apart next week!” Monk Stern 
was saying. “We'll take ‘em apart!” 
And Hig Barron felt good again. 
He’d done his job, set them on fire. 
They’d be all right without him next 
week..., 


THE END 
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tummy or any other activity! Mathematical odds rule every game of 
chance. When you know what the odds are and how they work—you ine 
crease your chances to win and hold your risk to an absolute minimum? 
CAN YOU WIN? easily and simply makes your game “scientific” by INe 
STANTLY answering such questions as ... What systems are best for 
selecting winning horses? ... What are the odds against drawing threes 
of-a-kind in draw poker? ... What are the odds on dice? ... What you 
should look for in gin rummy? ; i 


A Gold Mine of Winning Facts 


Easy-to-read charts and illustrations show at a glance your chances to 
win at cards or dice. But there is plenty more! This sensational boole: 
also gives you The Truth About Horse-Racing (9 Systems) . . . Spot: 
the Dishonest Manipulator in tricky deals, loaded dice, fixed cards 
«+» Know how Insurance “Consultants” can throw you for a loss... 
What to watch for in stock marke’ investments ..« 
How to avoid going “overboard” in buying a home. 
CAN YOU WIN? is truly a goldmine of valuable: 
advice and facts. 


AIL COUPON TODAY! - 

ee ee ee ee my 

I MAYFAIR PUBLISHING CO., Dept. 3I i 
1790 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 

Please rush CAN YOU WIN? by return mail in plain, Ù E 

seoled wrapper. Vil pay postman only $1.98 plus 


postage. If I'm not delighted, 1 moy return book in | im 
5 days for refund of purchase price. 


NAME esessssssse re ys seer cua 
(Please Print Plainly) IS 
AOON aO aeea 


Ti A PORR S e octagon Zone......STATE......eea È 
} enclose $1.98 with coupon: You pay postage. I 
Some 5 day return privilege applies. < 
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ALL 3 


BOOKS 
ONLY $1 


The price of each of the 
above books is an amazin 


There is an old sa 










cussed. You quickl 
how to avoid heartbreaking .mistakes. 
astounding is the fact that these necessi- 
ties of a happy life can be yours for 
on’t trust your future 


bargain at 59c a copy. Order 


Blk 32 and enjoy 


faving, making ‘one. book free be- . 
cause the entire set of 3 costs. you 


only $1.00. 


‘Much has bees sald 
on this @eficate sub- 
Ject, yet it is a known 
fact that kissing js 
an art. Movies and 
‘the stage devote hours 
w perfecting the ex- 
act kiss to portray the 
‘proper emotion for 
‘one scene. . . yet, 
that emotim must 
convey itself to the 
gudience. Correct 
‘kissing expresses hon- 
vest attractiveness “and 
is an expression of 
appreciation. To mas- 
ter this art is to en- 
joy lifo. There are 
many variations and 
this frank book, “The 
Art of Kiesing,’* ex- 
.Diains and 
discusses 23 
kinds of G 
kisses. Only § A 








still a further 


“TRUE LOVE 
GUIDE” is an um- 
usual book, teaching 
yoj how tọ woo, win 
and hold love... 
‘marriage’ problems 
are answered and 
solved in easy-to-un- 
derstand language. 

ll has been scien- 
tifically told by those 
who know and who 
are experienced on 
this j 


ture happiness may 
be found In`tnese in- 
teresting pages... 
told without hiding 
Any of the things you 


should know. -It is not* 


a novel, but a guide 
for the happiness 
you deserve from 


Send 
5c 


so little. 
happiness to luck... 
your own destiny by 
placing your order to- 
day .. . look for- 
ward to tomor- 
row without 






ying that “Experience is the þest teacher.” 
Here lovers are given the opportunity to jlearn. many 
proven successful ways to -find and hold y 
each one of these amazing titles, confidential ‘in- 
formation is imparted to you, Technique is dis- 
learn how to win and 
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Understand the mod- 
erm way of writing 
the love letters your 
loved ong: exe 
pects to receive. This 
understanding book 
gives you 47 actual 
model letters on love, 
courtship and, mar- 
riage. All situations 
are intelligently and 
effectively dealt with,, 
which are a part of 
your correspondence.” 
You wil! also find 
poems and thoughts 
of love which are very 
helpful to quote un- 
der the- proper. cir- 
cumstance. You will 
consider this book a 


priceless aid-to writ-- 


oc 


ing the love 
esters you 

to. 
Only 


98 


g .. Postage. Sorry, no 
8 Canadian & Foreign—add 20%—<cash with order. 





Bos Be, 


We are confident that you will consider yours 
self lucky to have read this advertisement, and 
will be uawiiling to part with your copies at any 
price . . . we therefore dare te make this almost 
unbelievable offer. Send your order today. En- 
close the price of each book at 5%, or better 
still, order the entire 3 for $1.0@ (C.0.D orders 
filled, plus postage, if desired), After your 
bevks arrive, read them . , . examine then, 
+... and if by chance you are not delighted with 
your purchase, return them within 5 days and 
wear oe will be refunded , ., BUT... act 
nt once because the suppl imited, a 
COUPON NOW ee e 





Fe SOS HH TARTS SKA KK CNHs, 


a PICKWICK CO., Dept, 912 ; 
$ 73 West 44th Street, New York 18, N. Y.’ 


E Send books checked below at once in plain 

wrapper I enclose Sreresereeseees(Gash OF, 

money order). 

0 Send ail three books, 

Send books checked: 

OJ The Art of Kissing O True Love Guide 
O Modern Love Letters 


NAME 
ADDRESS seesseceepiersoceies 
CITY & ZONE ......... . STATE io 


$ D If C.O.D. preferred mark X in box, maù 
coupon and pay postman $1.09 pius 25c 
tagi C.O.D.’a outside U.S.A. 
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Mail the convenient cou 
in now. oe, only. se 
Is really a jemarkable 
vee aa sod on a 
money back guarantee. 


Reprints of Regular $2.00 Books 


at the special value of 


4 for only $1.00 


CARNIVAL GIRL, by Wright Williams 


To the men of the circus, a pretty young carnival girl 
was fair game. Anne Wilmer was forced to suffer their 
advances, although she was made of finer stuff. Peter 
Van Wyke, a scion of rich New Yorkers, took her from 
the sideshow to society’s haunts and taught her that 
the glitter of Park Avenue was as far from ideal as 
the gloss of the big top. And then where she least 
expected it, Anne found her star, 


OVER-TIME LOVE, by Glen Watkins 


Katrine Young was a new-fashioned wife married to 
an old-fashioned husband. Nick was perfectly content 
to live in the slow little town where he worked in a 
defense plant. But Katrine yearned for the old days 
in New York when she had been Nick’s business partner 
as well as his wife. Settling down to having a garden 
and a few children didn’t appeal to her. On the other 
hand, Morgan Cartier, Nick’s superior at the plant, did 
appeal, and he offered her both a business career and a 
love affair — a potently dangerous combination for a 
woman as bored and reckless as Katrine. 


SIX TIMES A BRIDE by Perry Lindsay | 


Anne Tracy had no more than a speaking acquaintance 
with life when Susie-Belle Masters persuaded Anne to 
accompany her to Miami. Shortly after arrival, Susie- 
Belle took unto herself her sixth husband, the fabulousl 
wealthy Nick Harkness. Nicky was personable as well 
as rich, and living in the same house with him was not 
calculated to lessen the attraction she felt... 


LOVE ON THE RUN by Gail Jordan 


Carey Winston told herself she would remain a career 
girl without emotional involvements. That, of course, was 
before Randy Foster walked into her life. He swept aside 
all her defenses that first night and married her within’ 
a week. Then Randy was called to foreign service and 
Carey was left alone and with time on her hands. For 
a young bride who had learned love’s ultimate meaning 
so recently, waiting for her husband’s return was not 
easy. And Carey found herself responding to the subtle 
appeal of men who called themselves friends almost 
without realizing it. 


These four books 2@ "8 eee ee eee e888 en eee meee eg 


are so thrilling m KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO. Dept. 42 
that the public " 120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N.Y. 
made them “best- I AETH RUSH the 4 Reprint Novels for only 
» .00. rilling and ex- 
aa e aen i citing as JOU tay T CAR return for fall refund. 
packed with ro- i O I enclose $1.00. Send postpaid. 
mance, passion - O Send C.O.D. $1.00 plus postage. 
and thrills. Each Name ...-.ssssseeeeeeeeeeeeee TT : 
book is complete I Address RTE O TA piwsecevecwss 
a a E City & 2008 oes ee eens noens State ......46 
rately. te: No C.O.D. shipments to Canada or 
word left out. # rorsign Countries. Please send payment with 
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Hours of exciting 4 order. 
reading! 
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Statistics show that 


sone peopte atoms} HOSPITAL AND SURGICAL 


today will be in a hos- 

ital You’ 

E oron Yon FEES EACH YEAR 
yourself and family 


if hospitalization is GET OUR FREE OFFER! 


needed. Leatn how hospital and surgical care is provided 

= ky eor Plan er for every member of your family in case of sick- 
e he u nee h å 

it, you Se ness or accident. Our Plan permits you to go to any 


hospital in the U. S.; select your own surgeon. 


An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available to almost every- 
one. Any man or woman under 70 years of age may enroll as a member, and, 


if married, include wife or husband and all children under 18 years of age as  'F YOU'RE SICK TOMORROW 


1 : WILL YOU HAVE TO 
dependents on the same certificate, and no medical examination is required. BORROW? 


You may carry as many other policies as you like; we do not limit you. 


$150.00 Hospital Residence $120.00 Sanitorium Res, $20.00 X-Ray 
$150.00 Surgical Fees $300.00 Accidental Death $20.00 Operating Room 
$100.00 Maternity $20.00 Laboratory $20.00 Anesthesia 


+ + » Oxygen Tent, Ambulance and others 


No Waiting...No Red Tape 


You'll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and offers 
the protection that you and your family need. 











i INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N. 

. Rush Coupon for Details DEPT2712 DOVER DELAWARE 
We want every reader of this magazine to know how easy it is to : arns á 
enjoy the protection we offer .. we urge you not to delay but Please send me FREE full details concerning your 
te get the free details at once. Just sign your Hospitalization Policy 
name to the coupon and mail n te us, You may 

paste it on the back of a penny posteard if NAME 
you like. We wall send = evwnikug by 
return mail absolutely free and without obliga- 
tion. You may act in confidence and no sales- ADDRESS. 
man will call. You will only hear from us by 
mail, se. de not hesitate tu act at onee ., . CITY & ZONE STATE 











no hetter time than now, 
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